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PREFACE. 



Thk following attempt originated in a trifling 
sketch, intended to be called ^* The Cot- 
tage;" the grounds around which producdU 
at first, only a few shrubs and wild flowers, 
among which Fancy loved to wander, but 
firom whence no real advantage could be de- 
rived. The aij^tliorj however, conceiving the 
soil capable of further improvement, set 
about cultivating it and extending its boun^ 
daries; and, in the progress of his labours^ 
has not unfrequently ples^sed himself with 
the prospects it afforded. 

To drop figure and metaphor. . .as the in- 
tention of ** The Peasants Fate" was to orai- 
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ii PREFACE. 

miserate the misfortunes of the poor, and de- 
plore the calamities of the war, the principal 
object of the author, in the following pages, 
was to draw a comparison between private 
and public life, and to contrast city and 
country ** modes and manners ;** in the exe- 
cution of which he has chosen the familiar 
aiid colloquial style of blank verse, as the 
best adapted to answer his purpose. 

It has been said, that poets succeed best in 
fiction : some attempts have lately been made 
to controvert this assertion ; and they have 
not proved ineffectual.. .as Truth must there- 
fore have, at least, the claim g! novelty, it is 
worth while to follow up the experiment of 
bringing her into play. 

Most of the pieces in this volume are 
sketched from nature; and, if they do not 
evince the skill of a master, they at least 
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serve to keep alive, in the mind of the au- 
thor, the remembrance of " Things that were^ 
and were most dear to him!" and they might 
afford some amusement to those who possess 
the same sentiments, and are capable of re- 
lishing the same simple pleasures. 
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BOOK I. 

What various beauties, what unbounded channi 

The BtiH retreats of countiy-Iife afford, 

lloagh sconi'd by Folly and pedantic Pride, 

The Muse, unwearied, ever joys to sing. 

¥e, who the ctangore of the hostile strain 

Alane delight to hear, be far away i 

She has no charms for you; withfieart elate. 

She hails the omens of reviving hope, - 

To cheer a drooping land: beneath the shade. 
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l^)lcli«lofPolkictand Pftrtiea. ▼.!<>• 

Meek Pb ACi ! of thj broad olive, kindly thrive 
The rural Vktuet, olijecU of her love» 
A^d ever favourite subjects of her long. 

I own I hate the brazen trump of war) ' 

Nor politics nor parties share my theme} 
Yet though, with bashful care, I turn aside 
To shun the jostle of the bustling crowd. 
In this eventful age.. .reputed wise. 
Enlightened, and I know not what beside... 
That laughs at all its ancestors admir*d ; 
Simplicity, Humanity, and Truth, 
Virtue, and social Order. . .0 ! 'tis hard * ' • 
To walk, of crooked politics secure, 
Unprejudrc'd, unbias*d, or unaw'd ! 

Line 15. Alluding to some hasty, critical opinions with re- 
gard to the sentiment of the «« PeasanU Fate.*' 
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V. tg. CootiMK^. 



Parties^ *tis said> may serve the commonweal... 
May cheeky control^ and trace^ with jealous eye^ 
The various motions of the state machine) 
But ever to the independent mind. 
Their tools are mean and despicable things] 
I never to a party yet sub6crib*d> 
With easy faith.. .opinion still unfix'd... 
On eiiher hand abuse, corruptions, wrongs. 
Alternate rise^ and quash the crude resolve: 
I hesitate, by turns, disgusted, pleas'd... 
Still wish to shun a party, as a fiend. 
And stand>in conscious rectitude^ aloof! 

How much unlike the cit/s crowded scenes^... 
The scenes of dissipation, guilt, and care^... 
Where seldom sober Meditation comes. 
Are those lov'd haunts, which beck'miigMem'ry bids 
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Rartl Laodfcape. v«89« 



My williiig heart retrace ! How sweet to 8tea]> 
From public tumult^ to the grateful shades^ 
Where first young Reason exercised her powers I 

Remembered long^adown the far-stxetch'dyale^.. . 
Where elms^ from Natnre*8 hand confusedly thrdwn. 
With brushy trunks, in distance thick*ning, rise^... 
The scatter'd hamlets interspers*d appear: 
White are the cottage walls, save where the veil . 
Of dark-green ivy, rustling in the breeze, 
Shivers along the eaves, where here and there 
A flapping casement glitters^ like the eyes 
Of nubile maiden, from beneath the shade 
Of sable gauze, that hides her blushing cheek 
From ^^ saucy observation." Soft and slow. 
In mazes serpentine, a brimming rill 
Visits the farm yard and the dairy door. 
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V. 55. Overflow of the Brook.. 3oys %ralking on Stilts. 

In front of which^ a slab of oak^ or stone^ 
Yields safe conveyance to the passing swain^ . 
Who never saw the decorated arch. 
With Grecian pomp, bestride the sullen wave; 
Yet sometimes here, with novelty still pleas'd. 
When equinoctial torrents drench*d the hills, 
Tve seen this streamlet swoll'n into a flood : 
White rolling, down it came, its surface 8ti«w*d • 
With leaves and ruddy apples, wisps of straw. 
And rafts of furze and broom, in rapid whirls. . 
Then oft, high mounted on exalting stilts. 
Midst my compeers^ I, with gigantic step; 
Have dar'd the tide, while, wond*ring, from afar. 
The clamorous children viewed our proud exploits ; 
Till, staggering to and fro, and stumbling oft. 
As the strong current struggled rude- below, , 
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MiifartiMM of dM yovng A4v«nlu«r. «« ]ri« 

Some ventVous hero floundered in the gulph^ 
And one lo«id laugh prochiim'd his foul disgrace. 

So chiefs or statesman^ raiB*d on stilts of ponner, 
£njo3r8 the admiration of the crowd; 
But> should he tiip> unqpitiedj lo I he faUs... 
The jest of favourites^ and the scorn of fools ! 

In v^n the doors are damm'd^ the oozing ftood 
Bears down the moundj and eddies gradual in ', 
Then floats eaqh buoyant nt^isil aroimd. 
Tub, chair^ aiK) stool) while all the family 
Hastes to some loftier site^ and pale dismay 
Sits on each face, as anxious, peeping out. 
Like dread-stvuck seamen^ on a leeward shore. 
They shrink apd tremble at the tumbling surge. 

Strange how, ^pm sportive childhood's me.ntal dawn. 
The imitative faculties of man« 
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Vk tj. Childish Avoeatioa*i«The Castle. 



The powers and paissiom ever keep m play^ 

To constant action f6rm'd:...That sunny bank 

Has witness*d oft the labours of my hand 5 

There, like another Crusoe, all alone. 

Lost in sdiloquy, Fve toil*d, and delv'd 

The rude foundaUixis of a rustic pile; 

Without the did of geometric rule,. 

The structure rose, and pleas*d the buiMer wdl 3 

'Twas called his Castle^ and behind, a grore 

Of elder boughsj stuck thick aloog^the soil, 

Wav*d their broad heads, with cond berries crown*d» 

And form'd a little wilderness of shade. 

Hence Fancy wandered thro* the woodland wilds. 

Where, to the cruel rutlian^s hand consigned. 

By peijur d unde> in a fatal hour. 

The much-moum*d infant orphams met their doom 5 
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The Bower* v, m^. 



And oft I queried^ as he hover*d roondy 

Whether my fav'rite robin^ ever nigh. 

Was not the self-same bird, whose pious bill 

Cover*d with Icares the little luckless pair. 

And pour*d, with plaintive trill, their funeral dirge. 

Far from the public footpath, and the haunt. 
Of late or early hind, deep in a dell.,. 
A braky dell, beneath a hedge-row*8 screen; 
Two haxle bushes grew, whose heads above, 

* 

Saluting touch*d, and, rambling o*er the whole^ . 

A- blushing honeysuckle flaunted wild ; 

I caird this spot my Bower, where oflt, escap*d . 

From gay companions, in their playful mood, . 

A Willing hermit, calm I sat me down 

Upon the mossy slope, and conn*d intent 

The gilded volume, rich with, anecdote. 
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▼ .119. TJieEsBCta. 



Of tiny heroes, virtuous, learned,, and wise^ 
Who reached the heights of fortune and of fame« 

Nor with more curious eye... or studious though^ 
The Scandinavian sage... his country's boast... 
Explored the works of Nature, for Jicr child-. 
Was I, and lov'd her with a filial love !: 
Oft o'er the emmet-conimonwealth I'paus'd;. 
Studied their population, manners, rules,. 
And public tolls, as swarming through their streets>. 
The busy, multitude incessant plied < 
Their labours, provident ..the ponderous grainy. 
Or bulky egg, up-lifting o'er.the stones, , 
With mighty and imited efforts, till . 
Deposited in caverns, warm and dry. 
Storehouse andr-nursery of the frugal race... 
Line iz%» Linnaeus^ who was a native of Sweden.. 
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The Beet «ad Clufler. v. 191. 

Emblem of industry to lordly man ! 

Here found the travdler-bee emplo3rmeot meet. 
For here Spfing*8 earliest yioletf breathed and bloom*d> 
The dark-eyed children of the loneliest shade ! 
The brake-flowV too^ that waves in wilds unknown. 
And bears old Sherwood's gallant arcber*s name; 
The red-edg*d daisy, and the primrose meek. 
With all the sweet coevals of their race. 

Much did the felon chaffer, copper-wing*d. 
Annoy me> as he stripped the verdant bough. 
And oft, entangled in my uncomb*d hair. 
Awoke each puny petulance of mind ; ..• 
For this I doom'd his shoulders to the yoke..« 
Much, much, too crueUy ! ...and made him drag 
Or massy clog, or cumbrous ^pray along# 

Line 139. The flawger called, in the West of England, Rohin 
Hood. 
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V. 149. Tradition of tke Ifian in die Moon. 

But, still amus*d, I heard the ceaseless hum, . 

At evening-dose... and mark'd hb circling flight. 

Till, down the lane, returning waggon-belb 

Harmonious chim*d upon my listing ear. 

And wam*d my truant footsteps to retire. 

Then the full nuwn, from flaky clouds emerg*d^ 7 

Would catch my eye, while, pondVing oii her orb. 

Still more distinct the lineaments a{^)ear*d 

Of him, the hapless Man, who, gossips say. 

For breach of fences on a sabbath eve. 

By supernatural power, was thither hurFd, 

To do long penance $ and still there he stands 

With thorny load upon his aching back. 

Beyond all human aid to set him free : .«• 

No despicable lesson this to youth. 

How secret vice to heav'n lies all expoe'd. 
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Hk Fairy<riiifM.SbeplKtd Boy. v. il^ 

And disobedience meets a due i'ewal:d. 

Sbw plodding homeward, down the grtea hSHi 
slope> 
I faird not o*er the fahy-iing to pause. 
Though half afraid^ lest some fantastic sptights,.,* 
Like those, which late, *twas said, the shepherd bof 
Saw, terrified U . .should rise, and hem me round $ 
Nor suffer me to stir, till mom*8 approach. 
When the first cock, with shrilly voice, should crow. 
And scare the revellers to their secret bow'rs. 

Succeeding summer^torms, when broke the sun. 
In yellow splendor, from the evening s4cies. 
Where rain from dripping<:aves a channel deep 
Had worn, beside the gravell'd pathway flowed 
A silver stream, in breadth a htCmble span, ' 
But which, in jottthful Fan<7*8 eye^ appear*^ 
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V. 180. The Mill — The Ship— Seniationi on iti Fate. 

. ■ ■ , . ' ■ r =aa 

Nilus> or Rhine^ or Ganges^ rolling on. 
Augmented by a thousand minor floodg. 
And watering lands by human foot untrac'd. 
Across this stream an aqueduct we threw. 
Or rear*d the mimic mill-wheel, which perfbrm'd • 
Its evolutions widi a constant pace, * 

Now, like the bold Batavian, we emba/d 
The rushing waters, and restrain'd their force. 
Then launched upon the flood the yentrous bark> 
With sail diminutive, and streamer g^ ; 
Nor felt the owner of some gall»:it ship, 
freighted with precious stores from either Ind, 
More strong emotion than possess'd each breast, • 
When varying gales propelFd her to the shore, 
IDrove her impetuous on the pebble rock. 
Or rudely whelm*d her in the drclbg wave. 
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Seflectkm <m Aotiqakted Trifien* v. 196. 

Smile,gnpy-Aeiard# / smUe^whiletfansthewand'ring 
Muse, 
With puerUe incidents adorns her song : . .. 
Have ye ne*er tasted juvenile delights^ 
Nor ever dwelt on pastimes such as these ? 
Are your hearts grown too rigid to retain 
The soft impressions^ or too proud to own ? 
More sage are your sedater hours employ*d ?... 
No ! •• J have seen ye, in the eve of life. 
Blowing gay bubbles, with an idiot's air. 
Building your castles on the rolling wave. 
Or soaring high, on waxen wings, to fame. 

Nor will ye brook the strain, whose early days. 
In variously-dbtracted cities spent. 
Have been inur*d to fiar less venial sports. 
Where the young seeds of folly, lust, or pride. 
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v^tS 1 1 . Wanton Trick of Youth. 

_ ^ I ^— ^^^^ ^^i— ■^^^■^M— ^^^^^M^^^ ^^*H it^iimmm^^m 

Fierce emulations^ foul resentments^ thrive^ 
Cberish*d4 and foster'd^ in the rankest soil^ 
And thence shoot up in rip*ning deeds of vice. 
The bane and terror of a guilty land. 

'Us true the little mischiefs, even here. 
Sometimes intrude, and show the wayward heart.... 
For where, half-hid, along the yellow moor. 
Fresh breathing vernal sweets, the footpath creeps. 
The playful urchins bend from either side. 
The lank stemm*d Row'rs, and bind them fast across. 
With dexterous fingers 3 and in ambush wait 
The thoughtless passing swain, whose half-learnt 

song. 
Or jocund whistle, meets a sudden check. 
As soon he stumbles short, with tangled feet. 
Or, muttering dreadful vengeance, headlong fisdls. 
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£vni Um Parrlctde.'..IUI«tfam.«r%l«r]iitfoft«ne. v. m^ 

- I - -■ ^ ■-■■Li 

So, by the thick^t^ side^ a stragglingfiuire. 
In awkward* heedl^s ganlbbb, Hmpt bbng. 
To seek bis dark de61e, where kffks, uniBeen^ 
The poacher*s wire, -in which/at er'ning hour. 
He quakes and struggles^ helpless aikl b^tray*d. 

But Id ! each face assumes a serious cast. 
For see, who yonder conies ! with clouded brow. 
And folded arms. Tis Eva v> hapless man ! 
At whose approach gay sport and youthful glee 
Shrink hack, abashed, and ereiy heart feeb sad. 
O, pity him ! AorViuihly )ret condemn. 
For not frOm sense of meditated guilt. 
Nor crimes deep rankling in the wounded breast, 
Hb mental angubh fiow8....No ! I have heard 
Hb hbtory from an old man*s fluent tongue. 
Who lov'd to lead me by the willing hand. 



scEimssr of ¥ ovsOi 19 



ssssstc 



••>«piaiBiM««i 



V. t4a. His^ale'>eA«tiribed. 



While yet a» trudging bdf ^^acrott the.fieldi> 
To all'iiiynpert^eiiqiiims mxfy'still 
To give dae ati^^irer, knd torfiU iiiy ekr 
With tales of wonder. 'He rtmeirtber'd well 
When £ vA«ki^B klidfe^tid «|iriglfitiy!youth. .. 
A worthy farmei'6'«bh..l^ivi46 mirVy-% jreir 
Enjo/d'ydn niansidti, b6i9#fn'd In the'iiitiW&' ' 
Of granarl^ ridi^^ aiid-banis -, dbtihgiiish'd tlfene 
But by a stack of <^h)8tViilg cbiiilneys^ gnsen 
Witb bracng- i^ afed tulhering moss. 
There dwelt doiiiestSc happtne^ and love... 
(If happiness smd knre reside below^) 
Widi all their smiliitg ttain, tfll sad mischance 
Sapped every ironffort^ blasted arery joy» 
And wrapt a virtuous fandHy in shiide. 
Twice had the cock, with ttine<ecodyin^\NS^^&> 
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Evan'* Sjierti. ▼. t^t. 



Announc*d the progress of. the purple morn. 

When Evan, from refreshing slumbers rou8*d. 

Called Dashwoed forth, and snatch*d the ready gun... 

A father*s present, in his boyisih days. 

To scare the feather d robber^ of the field, - 

Ere yet allow'd the fateful shot to bear : 

Now bolder grown, and in the work of death . 

Expert, no swain could boast a steadier ain^, . 

Or better lov*d the sanguinary sport. 

Wide rov'd the active youth, o'er hill and dale, 

0*er fence and ford, while all was stillness round. 

And sweet serenity j nor e*en afar 

His fathers voice was heard ...a well-known voice ... 

Accustom'd, at the earliest peep of day. 

To hail the shepherd, at the distant fold. 

Or plowman, harnessing his jingling team j 



SCENES OF YOUTH. 21 

▼. t74« Fate of JEvan^s Tathen 

• J ■ ■ ■ ' . I ■ . ■■i'..>.l 

He wondered much to find hitn not abroad 5 

Nor knev> that m the narrow winding lanes^ . 
In quest of straggling sheep, intent, he rang'd. . . • 
"Thick Werethe hedge-rows green; beneath their shade 
The long grass waved, and high the wild flow*t8 grew. 
In rank luxuriance. There the listening hate 
Bat deep embowered... but caught his searching eye^ 
With hasty, erring hand, :higho*er her head> 
He poured the thunder of destruction dire; . . 
But, ere the grey smoke vanished o'er the vale^ . 
In light convolving wreaths^ a deadly groan - 
Assail'd his eart "Impatient, on h« springs : 
The bending'boughs^ aifdcrashis^ fence give way> 
When, lo ! extended on thetleep-wom road,... 
Where stiB; 'tis said^ the stones blood-stain'd appear* 
Unchang*d by summer sun or winter «tonp>. .. 
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The vktiifiifiMar metdii^ Uuiddenoj^viewl'i. . . v 
With cold'fadigJidasp^<]CSJBshis:i»lfeedi9g breast, ■ 
Speechr<^i»d€Aihful agon^^bi^- •" 
Hi»iqtesi:..l^ look'd/«vfiiMm£«fa M^ 
. /HgM'fred^Mit-d th^t^ad^panidde 
And dickefl;inaddc»iii{( bonbr thnemgh.hkbnun ! 
AnUgiie fof^fOs. thi^flrt dhade.he)4u^'d, : 

Who bov<*dit6 brakfo goial<p^iaifa«i*8 povrV, 
Roar*diat tUef«toticiaiigiiiib'of dib sqph 
In gloomaaanigi^iiiai;' ai\dMii8^^ohcar 
The voice of>(»aiMt6.;alieD to<re|i)s^, 

Afi4 «ll% wm^y^ii^m'afim^^^^' 
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V. 306. Evan's Return fxom. hb Travel*. 

On vast CoUtmbia^s shores 3 from where^ in 8tonns> 
The^r-stretcb'd. Ancles.'bide their hundred heads> 
To mighty Orellana*8 wcmdrdus spurbe* 
La Plata's oceafi-floOd; lor* mone ranote. 
To isles far ^tt0r'd'o*^r the acmth^ramain. 

Wpm^.by the.lap»ex)f^U-subduing time. 
The keen asp^iti/es. of rigid grief,/ 
Once more the:.w«ndYcar sought his'i^athe shore, 
Andy led by painful sbnse of dttty, came. 
Involuntary, to theni^fttlspot^ ' 
Where slepi his £fc^r*& hdtt^W^d bones ; and there. 
At dewy d^nf add sifeht eVe, he pays 
The puadtUal'bdbii'tir ntldisknibled tear#r 

His is ybn.<Wtt^e,l5y ilhfc ^:6nihieh*s side, 
O erhurig^hy two <ilti otfks^, Awfeifitte hdttoW trunks 
Contain his sl^Mresof f^, dtil^ piled, 
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His Retiicmeiit. v. jat. 

i ■ — -- 

In summer's fiairest days^...ftirze> billets, turf. 
Or brushwood sere : around their turgent roots. 
Accumulating heaps of ashes rise; 
Nightly, above, Hie lone owl halloos loud. 
And in the tufted branches, all day long. 
Pert sparrows chirrup. On the ocbreous w^W, 
Beneath the mossy eaves, by man unscar*d. 
The 8wift-wing*d martin bu^ds her laboured nest, / 
And numerous swallows haimt his chimney top^. 
These are the only visitants he knows, 
S^ve, now and then, a straggling passenger. 
At wake or fair-time, who leans o'er his hatch, 
Enquiring.there thedoubtful rood, disniiss'd. 

With answer st^ abn^t 3 for ncme -eler yet 

» • 
Obtained long audience, or could from him draw 

The social converse': stemBeserve had lockM 
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Ronil Life not exempt from Caret. 

■ ^ . . . , 

s, inflexible; and^ lik^ the wretch^ 
nee had enter*d the. Trophonian cave, 
lie was ever knowi/to cheer bis brow, 
ye misjudge^ who deem the rural life 
I from cares exempt : no human state 
tast sndi privilege... .Though half our ills 
rom wants of luxury and pride> 
fispring of the fiend Enmti, 
taunts the flow'ry paths where fashion treads; 
ants with barbed thorns its couch of down, 
ets tell us of a golden age 3 
uch as I revere th* Aonian train> 
lelieve them not. Since Adam sinn*d 
»bedience> no such age has been : 
est progenitors enjoy'd it once 
idise^ but, ah ! its date was short. 
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QualificatioM MKwn^ to Siijayiiint of oooatry life. v. g^ 



Extending never ta tbeir lated race. 
Here happinefts 'mig\\t biid^ \>ut never blooms ^-^ 
Alone iir£deai'i sacted bowera it sprang 
Indigenous,' and bore immortal ^iiit.,. 
Food on^4tieet for angela, or for gods. 

I know,' indeed, there is in .country life 
A season that haait^arms,... and chaums, perhaps. 
Which none but tcue-bom rustics can enjqy. 
Youth, is that season, and its joys are deaf > 
Butdoubly dear, wh^n once its sands are run. 
And fond Rememlnrance spreads the canvas wide. 
Rich with the paw*rfid magic of her iiaod. ' 

Yet, though we sigh and pine for long*past scenes, 
Not always do we find our comforts there. 
When once push*d4>ff on.Kfe*s tempeq^<oieui main. 
Should but a^pK^ -K>lis^ gide retiuraiis iafe, 



SCENES Ojr, YOUTH. 27 

■ ' ' ■ ' ' - •■ ■■■■■■■■ - - L ■ ■ ■■ J.lf.ll.l.M. ._■ 

V. 97Q. Tendency of M«f>«vra:K»4pftUMLJ<Nrj>OMetiion. 

■ ..hi'i,:, ,'■ ..■..■■:'■■,,.""■■ ■■■' I ■■ '■ ■■'■! vti...frj-M 

After long.absence, to ooriiatwq ffaoiei 

What frame?^ and fcieliiiga. then arenoaiB? Aivhihiu -. 

We taste the IJiae sincere : b^ soobitpallsi;^.. 

And "wl^r ? B^siufte ihQ;^.of ujinoceobe^ ' ' 

Of truth> and wt)Dd'rii^ novelty^ is 4J*er, " 

Our taste for nitiireoft debau(^h*d hy iat; 

And spoil'd.bf fcequentcommeroe.witit the world. 

One proof i^ neair4...I>eep In the silent shades 

Of lone retirement^ Waltsb totdrewV^th^ 

His father ownjd a.millj tfaatl^d' jcoh^tream^ : 

Ample and clear^ with water-lilies frlng*d. 

That, drooping, drjUiK-firi^ vigour from the wiave. 

Twas his, on slouching miire, ofrevVeiidage, 

Who knew, ^ instinct,.evety couagi^ rotiiid^ 

D^y to visiti through the hamlets far| 

£ach door, collecUng.Biany a hardi-eam-d grists 
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Walter, the Miller^ Boy. 



For then no purse-proud miller had engro9B*< 
The life*8ustaintng produce of the land, 
Doom*d in extending granaries to rot, 
While with the pride-swolVn farmer he con^ 
To grind the helpless, and ta starve the poorl 
High mounted on his piFd and dusty bags, 
0*er which he hardly strides... with ruddy chc 
Of health expressive, and with mealy hat. 
Oft have 1 mark*d the careless Waltbx ride 
Jocund, and whistling down the shady lane^ 
The only clamour he was wont to hear. 
The clatter of the constant-toiling miU^ 
Or joyous bustle of a country wake. 
Yet, ere the down of manhood graced his chii 
Occasion brought him to the bu^ paths 
Of puUlc life^ and soon the rustic boy 




SCENES OF YOUTH. 29 

(O*. His Dissatisfaction aad Consequences. 

rgot his awkward gait and sheepish air : 

ibitsof industry iiisur*d him friends^... 

^ join'd the eager, lucre-seeking throng> 

id application led to due success. 

rtnne stretch*d forth her hand : . . .the goddess smil'd, 

ad Walt£]i, ere the sun of life declin d^ 

At his heart sated with her lib'ral boon. 

The weaiy trav'tter, who, with toilsome steps^ 

eaoith the parchbg beams of summer sun, 

laSjbreathlessj climb*d some heathy upland steep, 

Vhcn once he gains its eminence, looks back, 

bumish'd at the progress he has made ; 

murreys the yellow me^ows, fields, and streams, 

^od sighs for pleasures he has left behind : 

80 Walter stopp*d, and sigh'd ; for now he i'elt 

^ bosom languish for his native shades,... 
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Twas there he pix>nu8^d to'.ei^oy' xwpeie. 
And give to p^e the ev^iiltig of hb-days. 

AwhUe die pfo}ect'|>lc!ft8!d».i.tte niralmHa 
That eret the child enjoy'd^ ihe Hian entfanc^d^ 
And every passion own*d ihe tVireet serene* . .. 
Languor 8iKC(eedi3:...the vapid sameness' tunes >... 
The woods grow mharmonious, and the HdieadB 
Lose all their beauty ;...€-6n his iavMte'Mreaiii 
Can charm no more I...O ! whither dhall he 6y, 
To hide him from himself r,..*Tis' irksome all !.., 
The world ,wilh winning tongae> invites him back^... 
The siren soon rewoos him to her arms^ 
And, in the rapid vortex of her cards^ 
Again ingulfs him deep, to rise no more ! 

Such fickle, iticonsistent things are meix> 
Blown, like the restless gossamer, about 



k 



1 scene to scene, (dlbsomehaid'bbttiiig sfohn 

ress them ICKtbe dust^iihuii^wlknce they sprung. 

^imf n: tosehtial I9 ei^bjr.tbeseenes 

naduhVarte'natiire. . .' Sage dirihes 

e oft averred; Jiiid fineqiiend]rthe theme 

bccupied my thcfughta .;tterepr6bate« 

ice admitted at thepofts of light, 

ne holiness and happiness abouhd, 

lid fifid no joys congenial to his soul : 

is with him, whose bosom is untuned 

he soft harmonies of humble life. 

[ne...no flow'ret blooms, no zephyr breathes, 

Tuit, with gold or purple tinge, z^ppears, 

wakes the slumb*ring feelings of my soul, 

x:iating every rural bliss : 

ning ostent...my hearths best chords are touch*d. 
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Feelings on Review of yootbfol Scenet, ftc. ▼• 45** 

Alas! in early life, reluctant torn 

From sweet Simplicity's belov'd recess ; 

Ne'er shall the muse forget, in plaintivie strains... 

'Tis all she can... to chaunt the calm delights 

Of guiltless days, remembered with regret ^ 

And though, like Noah's dove, her foot may find 

No consecrated spot... no place of rest. 

Her wings shall hover o'er the landscape still. 

Grateful to Him, who gives the mind to think, 

The soul to vibrate, and the heart to feel ! 
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BOOK II. 



■iBMDSHir! obedient to thjr sacred call, 

hat wakes the inmost ardors of the heart, 

he Muse resumes her flight: noryou, yegay! 

«Epise BJover of the tranquil shade... 

>o glocmiy misanthrope, no selfish carl, 

lonkbh recluse, or visionary wight, 

.waits to scare you hence. The sable cowl, 

"be scallop, and the melancholy veil, 

"he cave, the cell, the dreary hermitage. 
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TboDghts on Solitnde. t.' 10. 

■■ ■ > *■ ' ■ ■ III ■ I ■> ■ . 

Be far away. A social creature man 

Was form*d by his Creator ;. ..form'd to bless t 

His like> ami in his turn be doubly bless'd; -• 

Ev*n in Ihe charming bowers of Paradise . 

Could solitude not charm : ...There lonely man. 

Though innocent, and void of other care, 

Pin'd for a help-mate meet} when heav'n approved 

The genial wish, and granted his request. 

O ! spurn the dogmas of designing men. 

Who dare upon thecredulous impose 

The chains of superstition : minds are free 5 

Associating only they improve. 

Nor in seclusion ever can rejoice. 

But oft, amid the troublous storms of life. 

Retirement is a temporary calm. 

That lulls the weary bosom to reposa. 
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v.«6. Rejection of PecUntry. 

« » ■■■■... 

Ye too...w}io> with affected taste> can brook 
Alone the boasted charms of classic song. 
Once more from these familiar numbers learn, 
I deck, my brows with no Pierian wreath. 
From dusty volumes culVd, beneath the smoke 
Of midnight lamps ; but many a wild flowV twine » 
By roving Mem'ry pluck'd in fields of youth. 
• Did e'er ambition taste a joy so pure 
As nature's children feel, amid the vale 
Of humble life, when bright the cloudless sun... 
Omen of long prosperity in love,... 
Shines on some nuptial mom ? I oft have join*d 
The laughing throng, and mark'd the nubial pair. 
In sabbath dress, from the parental cot * 
Forth issuing, jocund. First the bridegroom gay. 
In coat of stainless blue, emblem approv*d 
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A Wedding*day, v. 49 



Of constancy unchanging : next the bridie> 
fiashful and blushing, like theunsunn*d rose. 
Fresh with the sprinklings of a vernal show'r^ 
Hers the pure blush of modesty ; not such . 
As pride puts on, to see itself outvied 
With idle trappings, drawn from fashion's store. 
Then many a gown, by honest labour eam*d, 
Adorn'd with stripe, or sprig, or decent flowV, 
First saw the light, and charmed the gazing crowd. 
Friends, relatives, companions of their youth. 
Assembling there, with gratulation kind. 
The rustic triumph sweird...for duty, truth. 
And plain sincerity, that seldom tread 
The walks of higher life, attend them still : 
Nor cold formality the foe of love ! 
With deeds and settlements, by avVice fram'd. 
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58. Compftriton between ninl and fashionable Weddings. 

sirass their peace^ and damp a languid flame : 

3r vanity... the fool in herald*s coat, 

ith titles proud, and boasted pedigree, 

trades officious, or seductive leads 

» legal prostitution. Happier they 

hom nature's kind affections only prompt 

i unions, not of temporary date, 

iting conveniencies, or appetites, 

it form*d, and wish*d, through changeful life to last : 

ilike our fashionable insect race, 

ho for a season pair, then nobfy burst 

le feeble bonds, and range, unchecked, at large, 

ssolv*d each genVous vow, each tender tie, 

hile dear connections blush, and shrink, abashed, 

id endless discords and confusions reign. 

t those whose compacts shun day*s searching eye. 
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The CIrafdi and Cerraooy. ^^^4 

Irreverent, beneath eve's darkling veil^ 
With sullen pomp^ in their own mansions^ raise 
Th* unconsecrated altar; while around 
A chosen few attend the joyless rite. 

There, where amid the yew-tree's gloom, half hi< 
The ivied porch its gothic doors unfolds, 
A throng of youthful rustics, eager, press. 
Solicitous to gain a foremost place 
Beside the chancel-rail ; intent to mark 
The sacred ceremonial ; how the bride 
Her trembling linger to the proiFer*d ring 
With soft reluctance yields j and how the youth. 
In sweet confusion gives the sacred pledge. 
While smiles and secret whispers circulate. 
And many a gentle niaiden4x)8om heaves. 
Anticipating oft...with modest yi'ish, 
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v«f». Cereoiooy continued. 

A consummation of its own pnre hope : 
Nor even tge is absent. ».mindful still 
Of primal days.. .when tender passions glow*d» 
The hoary dame enjoys the hallow*d scene> 
Feeb in her breast reviving warmth expand^ 
Bends^ with the surplic'd priest, the ready knee, 
^ And joins the benediction. Hark ! the bells 
Strike cheerful out; and through th* enquiring vale 
Proclaim the pious ceremony dos'd : 
Nor cease repeated peals to cheer the swains^ 
With undulating swell, as slow they plod 
Homeward, from daily labour, o*er the fields. 
While dancing gnats swarm round their sweltry 

brows^ 
In day*s departing beams, with glitt'ring wing; 
Till dewy ev*ning breathes her cooler gale. 
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Christcniag. n lo^ 



And whispers all the country to repose. 

What though his lot he hard^and small his means. 
Yet unrepining still the poor man sees. 
Round him, his healthful family increase. 
And trusts its welfare, and its hopes to heaven. 

Still provident, the fond and frugal pair, 
A little stranger annually expect.. . 
Unanidous whether male or female, they. 
For no estates they hold, that need an heir j 
Or hut, at most, a lowly, mud-huilt cot,... 
Perhaps of fifty shillings yearly worth. 
Including all its thom-inclos*d demesne : 
Yet o'er their first-born not sincerer joy 
Their proud superiors feel : .. .Nor comes the day 
Appointed for baptismal rites unwelcome. 
Or unprepar'd for : *tis a jubilee 
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, iti. Invitation to Relatives. 

> every branch of kindred down the vale ! ... 
»usins of third degree must need be there j 
t chiefly those who^ not a year before, 
rtook the wedding cheer; and, when received 
:o the bosom of the church, secure 
turns the infant Christian, and the ale... 
full month old, or choice metheglin sweet, 
ancient bowl, goes round, to warm the heart 
merry go8sips...then their tongues are loosed 
i themes as sage and interesting too, 
those which oft engage the fluent pow*rs 
senators ! ...But most the converse runs 
I eaily loves, on marriages, and births, 
r generations past... at length detail'd, 
ith genealogic skill 5 and now it turns 
)on the tiny Hero of the feast : 
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The Scparatioa. v, 137. 

Nor b there one but can distinctly trace^ 

In the sweet babe> some feature of its sire j 

" Eyes, nose^ and mouthy how like !** And e*en the 

Muse 
Is proud to own^ she sees tlte likeness too ! 
For never yet Suspicion's blighting breath 
Breath*d on the mother*s fame. The cup goes round 
The wood or turf-heap*d hearth, of ample widths 
Accompanied by many a cheerful toast. 
Song, jest^ or toy, of undissembled love ; 
Till now the clock strikes nine... a late, late hour ! ... 
A general stir succeeds.. .kind leave is taken. 
With interchange of blessings manifold :... 
The wav*ring lanthoms shine along the moor. 
Across the pond, the meadow^ or the field. 
To guide their owners home to swe^ repose. 
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■'..■■ ■ ■ — ^ 

r. f jg. Funeral Preccstkms compartd. 

But seldom broken through the longest night> 
Though wintry tempests howl^ save when^ vathout 
The village choirists^ in their Christmas rounds 
Beneath the imdow chaunt^ at midnight hour^ 
A cheerful carol^ or the anthem^ fraught 
With joyous tidings... such as erst was heard 
From seraph tongues^ in unison divine^ 
O'er Bethlehem's field, *^ Glory to God on high ! 
'' Peace ! peaceon earth 5 and longgood willtonun !** 

Is there one passion of the human heart. 
One natural, virtuous passion, but affords 
Some sense of pleasure ? No : . . ..this calm retreat. 
E'en when it echoes with the mournful knell. 
Is not unsoothing. Mark the progress slow 
Of yon solemnity, where, step by step. 
With sober pace^^ the village swains convey 
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Continoed. ir 

Some dear departed neighbour to the tomb^ 
Long known, long lov*d, age> youth, and childk 

come. 
To swell the train, and join the genuine woe. 
What, though no hireling mutes, with hackniec 
Beset the fated door, and, cautious, form 



The countenance to woe... seal up the lips. 
And lay strict impositions on the tongue... 
Though Vanity's proud car... the rumbling hear 
Beneath the sable shade of nodding plumes^ 
Conceals not from the gazing multitude 
Those ruins of mortality ? No pomp 
Of blazon'd scutcheons strike the eager eye. 
Nor long procession of encumber d steeds 
Drag careless strangers on, or greedy heirs; 
Impatient to earth up the coffin'd corse. 
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T. 183. The Grave. 

And grasp the hoarded gM : .. .Here honest truths 

Disinterested^ draws around this grave^ 

A simple circle^ anxious to attend 

Their honoured pastor's monitory voice. 

As on the new-drawn mould he takes his stand. 

Conspicuous ; and, with energetic act. 

While his white locks flow graceful on the breeze. 

From Revelation's page, exhorts, conjures,... 

His rustic auditory.. awe-impress*d... 

By doubtful life.. .by time's incessant flight... 

By death's sure aim. . .eternity's approach.. . 

By all the joys of heav'n, and pains of hell. 

To seek salvation, while one hope ifmains ! ... 

A solemn period this ! Here 's not a bone 

Thrown up, but some one knew its owner once. 

And of him still some treasur'd anecdote 
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ReflecdoM •■ Mdurning, he, wi igf. 

Remembert well :.wBut see! the cords are fix*d..« 

Down to thegloomj '' place of skulls** descends 

The rumbling coffin. '' Dust to dost/* pronomic'd... 

Anew the bursting tears^ infectious^ flow> 

And ererj boeom heaves a deeper sigh. 

How all climbs eager, o*er the crumbling mounds 

To take a last, sad view ?...On the rude lead 

To read th* inscriptlye nail-work.. .age and date..* 

Strew rosemary sweet, and breathe a long adieu ! 

Here the survivors need no vain parade 
Of sable garb, to tell the world they mourn. 
Forgetful pride reflects not *tis the mark 
Of infamy... memento of th* eilects 
Of Adam*s sin. The fashionable fool 
Sighs for a mourning, as a birth-day dress; 
It suits all places...revels^ parks^ and plays; 
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V, ti5« Comtnt of the Survivors* 



The chuichj the ball-room^ and the masquerade : 
*Ti8 kind then of our friends sometimes to die> 
To give us opportunity to moum f 
To show our graoe^ our gravity^ and love ! 
It is a needful and convenient farce^ 
Of two long ads, played for the benefit 
Of those who thrive on human vanity. 
By custom lcd> the poor, too> ape the rich, 
Ajid, reckless of expenced, hardly bomej 
Give to their needy creditors just.cause 
To moum indeed : . ..tenacious of the mode^ 
Though penury o*er their future days impend ! 

Say, does no comfort soothe the kindred breast. 
While lingering memory o*er departed worth 
Incessant ponders ?... Yes ! *tis dear to dwell 
On many an unimportant circumstance 
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Peasant's Death compared with that of others. r. 83 

Long dormant... now but conjured up again^ 
To rouse the souVs best feelings. O! 'tis sweet 
To think that those we knew...that those we lov*d 
From earliest days, sunk sweetly to repose 
On the soft bed of peace... in friendship's arms. 
Beneath their natal roof ^ and honest tears. 
Spontaneous flowing round, embalmed their dust ! 

Ah ! how unlike the wretch's fate, who long 
In crowded towns, or cities proud, immur'd. 
Attains the verge of time?. ..In cellar damp. 
Or squalid garret, lo! he breathes his last. 
Unknown, unfriended ! To the silent grave 
Impatient hurried, by a stranger-band. 
Who toil for wages in the work of death. 
Scarce o'er the pil'd and crowded catacombs 
Is spread the much -grudg'd dust, and scarce hisbon 
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V. a47. Dcvaiutioiu of War. 



Escape the midnight spoiler s desp*rate hand^ 
Though dark ohlivion in its deepest shade 
Ahsorbs his memory. But, should the Muse 
Record the victims of the hlood-stain*d sword^ 
Humanity would sicken at the song ! 
What nameless thousands in each dire campaign 
Have sunk, in chaos lost ! Devouring War ! 
What ruin hast thou wrought, in ev*ry age. 
In ev'ry clime ? From timers remotest date 
To this existing hour, what ills have flow*d. 
False glory, from thy source, fast rolling down. 
Depopulating Nature*s simple reign ! 

As kmely wand*ring through the woodland shade. 
Or the deep silence of the corn-field path. 
Half-hid amid a grove of waving ears. 
What strange sensations have possess'd my mind. 
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Hutorical ReadiBgMiliea-arWar onr Greece. v. 4dg, 



Asy esLgsr, oft I turn*d' tlT iiistpric page) 

OGrbege i .great ooise oi^etim, aits, and arins^ 
With pMBL I mii9*d o*er thydisraeniber'd stites, 
Delng*d wkh blood, and iirg'd, by deadliest fends. 
To acts altera of tyranny and guile : 
A woadmus scene of gloiy and disgrace ! ... 
What patriots, poets, orators, were thine ? 
Bright luminaries of succeeding times ! 
Here the great Parent of heroic song 
First woke the epic stnun. Hence Ptfidbr rose. 
On eagle wing, to proud Parnassus* hdgfat : 
Here am*rou8 Sappho struck her love*taught lyre. 
While the charm*d nine a stranger'sister own*d : 
With roses crown*d, Anaaeons sportive muse 
Dipped in the sparkling bowl her spangled {Jumes, 
And swept £uphrosyne*s enchanting strings 
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■ ■ ' f 1 " ■'■ '■ft.'..T'Bii.j,: 

V. «jsf. ReflectiaM oa GfMC« conCinocd. 

- ■ ■ U I I' 

Extatic I while th j melancholy notes^ 
Euripides, stok o*er the soften*d soul > 
And all the melting pasuons sweetly thrill'd* 
*Midst his own Athens mighty Solon fram*d 
That code which aw*d the subjugated lands> 
And harmonized associated minds : 
Here Piaio reason'd in the studious porch j 
All his soul-swaying eloquence display*d 
Denwgthenes:,. .The far-fam*d moral Sage, 
" Wisest of men"...by orade pronounc*d> 
Lifted his noblest views to nature's God, 
And fell a martyr to ihe lore he taught. 

Line 288. ■ The low-rooH house 

Of Socrates } see thene His tenementy 
WhoiDy wdl inspirMy the oracle pronouncM 
Wisest of men." 

Milt. Par. Reg. ]l. iv. 1. 973. 
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Reflections on Rome. 
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But now the Tark> with sacrilegious hand> 
Tasteless^ attackis the hallow*d works of art; 
Down nuhihe sculptur*d fanesj the oobtmns prou 
The statdy portal^ and the trophied a9ch$ 
The breathing statue^ and the gazuig bust^ 
With all the magic of the pencil, dipp*d v 

In heav*n*s etherial hues !... The pomp, tiie boast 
Of architectural pride, and skill divine* 

Hence tum*d I, to behold the ^ant-state 
Of RoMB... imperial Romb ! with wonder view*d 
By realms sea-severed, and remotest isles; ... 
From where the sun first darts his moiming ray. 
To where he sinks beneath the western wave I 
Blest in primeval diiys, when Numa sway*d 
The regal sceptre, ere a despot vile 
Disgnic*d the kingly name, supreme she shone. 
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- ' * , ■■ ■ 

▼. 317. Fate of th« Roman Empire. 

Innoxious to the world : and later stilly 

Hale from the plough her bold dictators sprung^ 

SnatchMthebrightsteel^andsoughtth'avengingfighty 

Where'er oppression rear'd its tyrant crest : . . . 

As nobly then retired : till bared her sword 

Accurst Ambition ; and the ruthless hand 

Of wanton Pow*r grasp*d^ with insatiate aim^ 

At universal domination. Then^ 

0*er fields of blood, the Roman eagle cowr^d^ 

While grim Destruction whirPd his crimson car 

w 

0*er prostrate Justice, Innocence, and Truth ! 
Till on the bloated empire's monstrous bulk 

Descends the northern storm Goths, Vandals, 

Huns, 
Their iron squadrons join, and from their holds 
Impenetrable, snow-dad, ice-bound climes. 
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lUAKtiMU dn M»e Gkitf, v. 911. 



United, pour. Dofwn smk her loftiest tow^n, 
Virtve no more her sacred senate shidds; 
Herguaidiaii Oenmleatesher toher fate; 
To haneful Supentition's gloomy arts, . 
The wiles of priestcraft^ and the scom of fools ! 

A dreadM picture this!...and faithful too!... 
These are thy works, O War 1 .. .To thee we owe 
The wasting flames that ravage neighbour lands. 
When loidly man has wanted room to move 
With Pride and Pow'r ; and lawless AVrice 8tretch*d 
An envious hand to grasp another's right. 

J would not be the conqueror of a world. 
To own such spoils, and boast a despot's praise ! 

Line 331. « By such ideas as these, we ought to correct the 
ifflpres^Ott «uiAe upon o«r jaladt by ths ttadue prakcs of lone 
historians, and the ^ntinients (ff maoy, deceived by false imagte 
ofjgfcatneis." Rollxn^i Aac. Hist. 
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ih |9|. Eologinm on BritMl Valottr and Hnoianitj* 

■ 4 

Led likea mvszled bear about the land^ 

For feols to gase at! iK^iile Hnmamty 

Abhorred the sight ! Nor have I touched a string 

rhat ere can vibrate on a virtuotts ear 

Discordant.. .'tis zgu^fime alone 

[ reprobate... not unaware that man, 

Plac*d in this militant, precarious state, 

hf list move, an active agent, still expo8*d 

To know commotion, and experience ill ; 

Bnt woe to those by whom such evils come ! 

Nor would I pluck one laurel from the brows 

Df British heroes...thef have eam'd it well, 

Ajid may they wear it long ! The civic wreath 

Too, not unfrequently, they justly claim. 

Courage and mercy, happily conjoin'd. 

Line 343* Imhatioii of Matthew, c. xviii . v . 7 • 



^8 



SCENES OP YOUTH. 



Coadniacd. 



Beam in tran^[>arent splendor through each eye. 
Warm the swoU'n breast^ and animate the heart 
Oft in the breach what has the soldier dar*d. 
To shield his comrade from contending swords. 
Thick flashing on the sight ?...The sailor what?. 
When hideous round the mingled tempest howl 
And yawning billows form*d a thousand graves! 
Oft have those cli£&, of tow*ring height sublime 
That guard our coast, and grace our SHAKSPBii 

song. 
When distant signals of distress were heard. 
And dbmal wrecks the foaming surge bestrew'd 
Witne8s*d such deeds of matchless hardihood 
As would have made the circling blood recoil ! 
Nor ev*n their foes have stretch*d their arms in \ 

Line 356. Cliffs of Dover« ftc. 
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▼. s$8. EffbsiqiM of Gratitude. 

In danger^s hour^ when Deaths trclmendous^ strode 
Arotind their thiind'ring fleets. Then Pity's- voice 
Pleaded^ with accent sweety the wretch's cause^ 
Whose gasping form scarce floated oh the wave ! 

Yes^ great and gallant men ! your country owes 
To you a boundless debt of gratitude ! ... 
To youj next heaven^ each blessing she enjoys ! 
By you protected^ sweeter are the charms 
Of social life...the vernal prospecmlhine 
With brighter hues! ...more rich th* autumnal fields ! . . . 
Bolder the broad-<irm*d oaks, that shade her hills ; 
And, prouder still, the rocks, that bound her reign ! 

Oh ! what delight has caught my ardent breast. 
While yet a child, to sit beside the fire. 
That crackled through the faggot on the hearth... 
Or on the bank, beneath the maple hedge. 
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HaWft. 



White hmmnaig bees swig rouiid the poppjrbed 
Attending been a hoary veteran** tale.. . 
That veteran Hubkkt was^ nobly dismiss'd 
With hoaourable mention^ afiter years 
Of gallapl service. As be bar*d his breast... 
And showed the seamy 8C3rs...the register 
Of many batlles.. .oft would he recount 
Each circumstance of every action^ vi^ere 
Those dreadful characters were deep inscii Vd : 
WQfuld paint the gioiuid^plot, where encamp*c 

lay. 
With nice precisions andj upon the earth* 
With black-thorn staff, marV out the various fori 
And dispositions of preparing host^. 
In column, line, or squadron : where the drum. 
First thundering aweful, gave the signai-^roll 
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V. J94. The MpcruiiMMted Soliitt'^ Tale. 

Of flaming volleys, till, o'er all the ^M, 
Beneath its smokey cope^ the battle biirn'd ! 

Then would he point me to the countiy rornidj 
And say. /' At such a hill^ on such a place> 
'^ The foe was posted : there the horse appear'd, 
*' And here the foot^ more num'rous far than outs$ 
'' For why...t>ne English arm can singly quell 
** At least jiiie Erenclmien, be they ne er ao brave ! 
A valley lay betwixt us^ and a wood^ 
Around whose gloomy skirts the cannon roar*d> 
** With dreadful execution ! .. .There/' he cried... 
** I first vecdv'd a wound 5 yet, nought dismay*d> 
'' When the long line gave way^ T foremost join'd 
'' The fierce puisuit^ while all the steep ascent 
'' Was cover'd with the less'oing multitudes^ 
'' Or with the dyings and the dead, bestiew'd.'* 
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Hobeit'i Inscractknii at Drill. v. 4 

Nor would he fail to number up the slain^ 
And comment on the merits of the dead ; 
Lavish of praise on ev'ry name he 1ov*d, 
0*er lost companions heave a deep-felt sigh. 
And swell his tale with all their bold exploits ; 
For, though a soldier, still his heart was warm. 
And prone to feel : ../twas honest and sincere, 
Mov*d by each impulse, gen'rous or humane. 
True to its friend, its country, and its king. 

Oft too he lesson*d me to march erect. 
With stately step ; the stiff inverted toe 
And stooping gait reprov*d, and gave the word 
Authoritative 5 while each passenger 
Would stop to gaze, and smile, perchance, to see 
His pupil watdi each motion of the hand. 
To shoidder or present, with rustic sleight^ 
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V. 4«6. Chriitmai MammiBg. Its Effecu. 

The ashen bilkt) liberally repaid 
With commendation. ..Vanity's frailmeed!... 
And...such the inconsistencies of youth ! ... 
Anticipating manhood^ thus I breath*d... 
'' No otherthan a soldier's life be mine !*' 

Nor yet forgotten be the festive eve> 
To pageant mummeries dedicated still. 
When Father Christmas to the neighbours nmnd 
His annual visit paid, in garb grotesque ; 
While, as he crack*d his merry jokes, and shook 
His long white beard, the huddling children crept 
Close to the mother's chair, and sought to hide 
Beneath her apron blue each chubby face. 
Prepared the way. ..behold a glittVing train ; 
In Sunday's best appard, richly lac'd 
Down ev'ry seam with paper, gold-emboss'd ; 
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Cp athw d, vu 448. 

Of paper too aloft their ensign waves... 
Their helmets shine with nodding plumes adom*d> 
Pluck*d from the barn-door cock» or turkey's tail ; 
With swords of wood, or lances^ trembling white^ 
The peasant champions onward proudly stride. 
With awkward gait^ and mouth bombastic strains^ 
Expressive of defiance, daring loud 
To single combat every bold compeer* 

Foremost^ St. Geot-ge qf England.,.he who slew 
The venom*d dragon...shakes his dreaded lance : 
Th* Egyptian Soldan, and the Norman Prince..* 
The Roman Soldier, and the Turkic Knight 
Ck)me next, ^pulting in their proud exploits ; 
With others, of inferior name and note. 
But not less vaunting of heroic deeds. 
Out fly their swords ! the clattVing fight begins ; 
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' V. 474. ' ChriitiiiM Gaabolt continneA. 

r ■■ > III J i» I . ■ ■ .. II t 

WlBfelbaiiy'a little bosom anxious heaves. 
To tnark the dire event. Past dn^ vound 
The vanquish'd combatants^ with qaiv*rmg limbs \ 
And soon the red-brick fldcnris ail bestrew^-d 
"With bloodless carcases, which mimic death, 
'<^ntiopSy-ix^df-eyes ahutnp^ and breath repress*d^ 
While 6*er the fatal field of battle stalks 
The doughty victor, insolently vain. 
And, wrapt in self-importance, slow retires. 

Caught with the pomp and splendor of the scene. 
Then wouldmy kindled passions glow anew 
'With toartial ardour, emulous of fame. 
By judgment uncorrected.... Such, too oh, 
The Muse suspects, in nobler bosoms reign. 
Prelusive to those sanguinary storms. 
That waste mankind, and wrap the world in woe! 
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Vanity of figbtfng for doiy ofkly. ▼•^Ti* 




O !^ ne'er may notions of fdUe glory £re 
it^Tindelib'rate heart! Tis madness all... 
'Us more than madness^ in the frenzied honr^ 
To plunge in human bloody t6 draw the gore. 
Warm streaming from the wounds of innocence. 
When Justice disavows the cause. Forbear, 
Intemperate hero, undec^v'd} for, know. 
Who fights alone for glory> ne*er shall wear 
The spotless laurel^ latest time shall brand 
With infamy his name; the gen*ral curse 
Of injur*d nations on hishead shail light : 
And baleful wreaths shall wither on his brow ! 
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■Vieu) qf former Days, BuU^haitmg. Spanish and 
Portuguese Btdl-fighu, Maml' Observations. 
Cock-'fighting,if€. Itural Sports, Charity Schools, 
Sunday Schools, 3rc, Observations qfthe Sabbath, 
Village Matron, Comparisons between Art and 
Nature. 




BOOK III. 

fjKOUGRvfwar! of mad ambition too .; 

Enough!. ..Mycountry! never ina]' thy ahadei ' 
Resound their clamours J never may thy plain* 
Be drench'd with foreign or domestic blood ! 
Korbid it, Heav'n, auch days should e'er return 
Ae those of which our lathers oft have told ! 
When on our shores, from many a harb'rous realm, . 
The Gothic legions pour'd, that dcaiiy won 
Poesession, long contested, at the point 



70 



SCENES OP YOUTH. 



Tnitt of «Ddciit Wan* 



Qfni d i H ip ivii g^tyears^with native finnnesso 

» * f . ■* , ■* 

Wide evfrfvoRd-atain'd bosom, bane and bra 
Ghrvi^ipainbtk, in the gen*nd c^^ 

♦ *.*"*.■'' ' 

V'Socli^ferethena^dbaQdSj* t^ Caesbtf 
Down rushing, furious, from their natal hills. 
And deep, dark woods, of venerable oak. 
The Druids* sacred haunts; and such the arm: 
That struck, with sudden awe, the Roman pri< 
In latter da js, what confiicts dire have sprui 
From civil feuds !...The white fose and the red 
Have blush*d alike with bbodi and scarce a-sv 
The stranger-meets, but, on the dusty down. 
Or fallow fidd, can readily point out 
Vast'mould'rihgticnches, deck*d withnibblingi 



Liiie-i9. The bloody contests for succession betw< 
Houses of York and Lancaster. 



SCEtmsOft YOUTH. n 

V. 14* Wonder of the ttutaataf on turning up gigantie Bonct. 

" . I ■ I ii^i ' . .. ' ■■ii " 

StraggUag in nftrrow tracks ^tn height to height. 
Where hostile armies lays or barrows green. 
Oft from whose excavated sides are drawn 
Fragments t^armouTj nmSi^ and crumbling hemes 
Of size gigmtic^ whkh^ with wond nng mien. 
The bbourer, leaning o'er his spade, suneys. 
And peasant youth, on leisure interval. 
Sabbath, t>r holiday, from neighb'ring farm. 
Or cottage, (ro(^ tosfee^ while various tales 
TradidonM, pasSurouBd, with revVence heard. 
And long, with 4ue solemnity, retain*d. 

Sudi monuments of other times appear 
In frequent view,o*erDoRSET*s far-stretch*ddowQS... 

Line a6« Vast numbers of these hillocks, known by the name 
of harrowh are to be seen on most of the downs in the West of 

England. 
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Thanlugiying for pteient BIcttiny. w^i 37» 

t 

My native soil. ..that throw a length of shade^ 
When the broad suAjdescends ; ...and oft have fiU'd 
Mymindixrith awful musings: while grey haie 
Settled upon the landscape's distant line> 
And gradual wrapt me in congenial gloom* 

Thanks to th' Almighty arm which guards our 
coast 
From restless foes^that thunder o*er the deep ! ' 
Thanks to the mercy-breathing voice divine^ 
Which hush*d the tempest of intestine war^ 
And bade us in our 3oftest sh^es repose ! 
O ! ne*tTBgam^ while lours the gath'ring storm. 
May wayward factiQUj, in^he perilpus hgur. 
Delude the public mind : though evil men. 

Line 48. In aHuiion jto .th? previleiice of the most inooo- 
ilttent revolttf ionaiy principlet dariag the late war. 
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% j«w BoB-ltaking. 

With specious surgoment, the easy faitb 
Of partizans peraii9de...^toDa> beware 
Thdrplausiyelorel for those who» mer^ fond 
Of mnonUion^ to a foreign foQ 
Would tamely render up a nation's rights^ 
With hope of better days ^ or fain would thriye- 
Upon their country*9 spoils. ..O ! cautious shun 
Their sordid lure and despicable arts ! 
BvLt, hark ! what means that uproar j Still it 
spreads 
From hill to hill i on ev'ry.bieeze is heard 
The shrieks of children^ hurried feniale screams. 
The youth's loud clamours, and the brutal shout 
Of multitudes, in fierpe pursuit «ngag*d; 
As when an ann*d banditti, from the caves 

■ • - 

Of parch*d Arabia, eager for the spoi^ 
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BoH bxealu horn ifie Stake. v. 65. 



Aflsaib the dustrenTekqp'd caiaran. 

To Mecca boiiiid...<Mr conqu'ring army, bent 

To sack Mine iidi> ttevotiBd ta>)m.iSo loud 

Ascend the sounds of riot and mi«riile» . . * 

Denote nol these the storm of dvS war... 

Its consternation^ tenor^ sod. dismay ? 

Behold the cause! Thechieftainc^ the herd... 

The lordly Bull, impatient of hia wrongs^ 

Bursts- from his stake/ and^ threat*ning wounds and 

death/ 

Toms on his persecutors, who have arm'd 

His ^rass with alien horns, and ufg*d him sore 

With noastiffis, fiercest of the canine breed. 

Whose iron.jiaws, insatiate ^iirxth blood, 

}■. . . . : ... 

line 75. It it cottomary, in tome remote viUa^, to affix 

filke horot to thosfc of the bult, to prevent injury to the dogi* 
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Vitn, BolMMMog condnacd. 

Have gadi'd witbghastly wounds his ebon nose 
And recking dew^lap. Terrible he drives 
Amid the stagger'd cfowd: some, stumbliiig, fall 
Beneath hts trampling hoofs, in gore and mire 
Deform'df while others^ whirl'd in air aloft^ 
With ta^tef d garb, and crippledlimb deacend^ 
▲ stagnant pond at length arrests his eye. 
When deep he plunges in the sordid wave. 
Immersed dx)ve his smoking flank, he stands ! 
His Ug heart labours in his swelling breast. 
And vengeance lours upon his sable front. 

.Once more, entangled in tiie treach'roas npose. 
Again to cmel torture isee him led 
With stem reluctance ! like the crest-fairn chief. 
Chained to some haughty victor's conqu'ring car : 
The moch-scar*d multitudes, that stood aloof. 
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The Ball nbda^. 



▼•9^ 



forget their feaiy^-arid, hast'ning; rally roundj:. 
They form a living lane...The briiidled dogs'* 
Let«lipj loNffrcrouching, rush upon their prey r 
As cautious^joft th* insulted animal^ 
With level'd horiis...the weapons of his wrath ... 
Amid their shouting miisters^ headlong^ hurls 
His sprawling foes 5 sometimes^ with outstretch 

arms 
Receiv*di ..but offn^r dash*d upon the ground^ 
Bloody and maim*d^ahd dobih*d through life to lim; 
With hanging jaws^ deep-scarr*d4 and fractured ribs 
Now Victory shifts her ^de... fresh troops appear 
And soon the hostile beast his proud knee bend8>^^ 
Fast piniooril by the sanguine enemy, 
Hook*d in hisrlip, and draining iife-warmblood. 
He wields his tufted tail, ax&d lashes hard 
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'V. tof. Reflections oa BnU-batting. 
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Hb ample 6ide»; wfaile from his KbHbw throat 
Deep groans ascend : ...He trembling ^nks^ sabdued^ 
W^hile all around the shoi^ts of triumph swell. 
And hubbub li()|id 3 and each succeeding scene 
Is blasphemy, confusion, and debauch ! 

Are these the pastimes genVous Britons boast ! 
'' Sanctioned Inlaws, that wondnng realms admire ! 
In darker days, by jealous states contrive 
To exercise the public mind, that else 
Might speculate on their nefarious deeds. 
And plots of^era% courtiers. ;.who would cheek 
Tlie growth of tntenect,..^m up the springs 
Of knowledge, and obstruct £ak Reason's ray ; 
"^For why should vulgar minds presume to think? 
^Enough for vile plebeians to submit 
To servitude^ ch^in'd to the mighty will . 
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Of despot pow^r, nor daring to compkin^ 
Or qneftion proud authority tupreme. 
Thus argued statesmen^ absolute, of old : 
Though, when they- first devis'd the sMtage sports, 
Thessalian tyrants call'd their 3routh around 
Professedly t* inure the noble heart 
To wariike exercise, and deeds of blood ; > 
From thence to Rome imperial GsBsarbrought • 
The barbarous pastime^ still tmnsmitted down 
To rich ^ejpma, and theXtfSMm realmj 
Hence, in the arts of crudty refin d. 
The vain Lemon boasts his bull*feasts proud. 
Inspired by beauty*s bright approving smile. 
Amid the fam'd arena, lo ! he dares 
The dang*rous combat. TerriUe, the foe 
Issues, abrupt, from long and dark restraint. 
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*• MO. Sptniah and'FottagiieM cnstonu 
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To madness pre8s*d$ his famkh'd sides bestac^ 
H^ith ranklkig 8ha^> aad tabed wiih nitroitt dtist^ 
Coinln]stiblerrepleiii8h.*dj toiich'dbyfire> 
^e moves fiivolv^ in hissit^) crackling flame. 
From his spread nostrils^ulph'rous flakea respire^ 
nhaled in bellowing anguish : bum his eyes 
Vithrengeiul^^iiy! Long, with desp'rate hoof, 
le plunges fierce, and tends the yielding soil^ 
111, all exhausted, the tormentor's steel, 
a savage mefcy, rids l^m of his pangs^ 
^hite, to her heto,some^ ambitious dame, * 
imid the pknditB of a soulless host, « 
)eigns to pieseiitar Aoful without a A^irf/ 
O! my fiurcountr|rwomen! kinder, jOii 

Line 1 52« This account of the Leirian boll-fight, according 

» " ' ' ' - 

I Air* Murphy, a well Infoimed tnveller» it fiterally correct* 
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Aik no such proofa of prowess, though your d 
might vie with all the boast of elder time j ' 
Of manners gentle> Had ot morals chaste. 
Though at your shrines the proudeMconqu*roD 
And deathless poet»cdd[>rate your £une 

How can enlighteu'd Britons lend their smil 
When the bold bird, that wakes the lab*ring hi 
At peep ofmom.Mby rude abetjUn-s ann'd 
With murderous steel...is on to batde ^f^A, 
Where death <Mr victcM^waitst li^fore cru^ sti 
At Shrovetide, or the wakje*s Ucentious hour. 
Unfeeling clown^ oft, to the de«tin*d stake, . 
€k>nfine the flutt'ring vktim, doom'd to fall. 
Beneath tb|e brutal aim of battering staves. 
With broken limbs, and golden feathers steep* 
4n gushing gore! Are these the festive game 



\ « 
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rfo. Moral and coiMcqiirnt Obttrratien*. 

• > . " . ■ ■' ' ■ 



^^hatform to manly valour?.. .Then, indeed, 
Tbe Indian chief, who to the torture leads 
His wretched captives, must be truly great ! 
Are these the men, whose high heroic acts 
Shall do their country honour r ...Firm of soul> 
With generous fortitude, that knows not fear^ 
Szy, do they wield in war a braver sword 

Than the bold Scot^ in calm religious life^ 
Patient of hardship bred^... whose pow*rfid ann. 
On Egypt's hostile plains, subdued the pride 
Of legions, term'd Invincihle; o'eraw'd 
The insolence of fortune $ while the Turk^ 
Rous*d from despondency^ astonish*d^ saw 
His country rescued from the Grallic yoke? 

Ye, who can feel> assume the right to think; 
And be no more the dupes of sophistry 
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lanocettt and manly Sports. t. 186. 



That fain would vindicate those barb'rous modes. 
And savage customs, which disgrace our land ! 

Those are the schools, where ductile minds maj 
learn 
The noblesi rudiments of gross debauch ! 
Initiated in cruelty and blood, , 

Here young assassins may their lessons take^ 
To fit them for the blackest scenes of vice. 
In riper life $...of innate courage void. 
But bold enough, in some advent*rous hour. 
To dare the very gibbet theyll degrade. 

Are there not sports, as brave, and more humane. 
To form the minds to intrepidity. 
The nerves to toil ?...Lo ! on the open down 
Assemble, joyous, from the flail and plough, 
Th' athletic youth....pride of the hamlets round :.... 
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V. tot. Cricket. 

Arm'd with elastic bats^ in order rang'd. 
Each, at his post, displays his brawny limbs. 
Of mould Herculean; now, with nervous arm. 
He hurb the whizzing ball, or, firm, repels; 
Scarce swifter through the yielding ether flies^ 
From the deep cannon's throat, the hissing globe. 
That spreads destruction o*er th* embattled field. 
Yon, the tall May-pole reared upon the beach. 
Invites the villagers; firom the green hills 
The fresh flowers breathe, and all the outspread mam 
Is gently brushed by the descending breeze. 
While up the slope the constant billows turn 
Soft rushing sands, that shift along the shore. 
With soothing murmur on the lisfning ear. 
Such, Portland, b the scene thy steepy cliffs 
C^erlook; while all thy hardy sons around. 
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Pastimes of a Holiday. v. 117. 



Spread their black nets upon the sunny ridge, 
Whence many a boat at intervals is launched. 
And wing'd with oars : when mackerel shoals anivey 
Dark'ning the deep, the seiners shoot away. 
And while, in ample curve, they sweep the floods 
Labour, and gain, and pastime, all unite. 

Tis hoiiday.„.2LDd e*en the village school 
Pours out its little inmates....noisy, wild. 
And void of care; from toilsome task released. 
And tongue of lecturing dime; and, happier still. 
From dread of birchen^ rod, terrific shook 
High o*er the doftish head. They shout, they leap. 
And, in the fervour of tumultuous joy. 
Forget their humble meal, neglected left, 
Unpack'd, in tiny basket....Free, they stroll, 
In straggling parties, as caprice directs. 
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▼. t33. Hurling the Sledge. 



But each on pleasure bent....the aim of man^ 

Froi|i earliest childhood to his latest hotir !.... 

Some seek the covert of the flowVing furze. 

Where crimson-breasted linnets, twitt'ring, range 3 

Others, intent^ around the bramble brake, 

Pluck blackberries ripe, to stain their sunburnt cheeks. 

Or, idling, stretch them on the arid soil. 

Where scattered mole-hills, blue with scented thyme, 

D iversify the scene. The sturdy smith. 

With horny hands, and apron round him furVd, 

Brings forth his sledge, and, long assaying, swings. 

With motion pendulous 5 at length discharged 

Aloft in air, the pondVous iron flies. 

And ploughs the distant turf, as wider spreads 

Th' astonish'd circle....till some vet'ran swam. 

Famous for feats of strength, with conscious pride. 
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Leaping, ronaingf &c. 



▼. 1 



Steps boldly forth^ and challenges his peers ^ 
And, still, while each the contest scorns to yield. 
Long, undecided, lasts the manly strife. 

The shepherd-boy throws off his cumbrous scri 
Pitches the hurdle on the verdant slope, 
And dares his sprightly comrades to the leap; 
While, in the shade, their trusty dogs repose. 
Or guard from pilf 'ring curs their homely crust/ 

Some in the race, with fleetest foot, engage. 
Of hob*nail'd shoes divested : round the goal, 
Dext'rbus, they wheel } and ha jijy he who gains. 
Foremost, the bush or tree> where, tempting, h»>g 
Whip, gloves, or snow-white frock, or ribbons gay^ 
Which, on next Sabbath, shall adorn the breast 
Of her, whose love the ruddy victor boasts. 
But last, and worthiest of the rural lay. 
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▼. t6j« Plottgjiiag If acch. 

A match of skilly long pending, draws around 

The rival ploughmen, emulous to guide 

The share, unerring, o*er the level soiL 

With braided mane, and front with boughs adom*d4 

£ en their deep-chested horses^ strong and sledi:. 

Toss their high heads, instinctively, and seem 

To share the triumph, when the general voice 

To him, whose plough the straightest funvw draws^ 

Decrees the prize....&ir pig, or sable lamb. 

The firstling of the flock, companion long 

Of many a little cottager; and trained 

To eat the crust from ev*ry friendly hand; 

While babes, familiar, strok'd his cheerful face» 

patted his curly back^ and shar*d his love. 

The next in merit, likewise, claims reward. 

Of humbler value, sky-blue hose, or hat» 
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With siber edge, kmg worn at intervils 

Of «aie or leistaTe^.iettival or iair.... 

In proud remembisnce of th' exploits of youth. 

These are oot pastimes, which the most seren 
Needte&niie,orcoiideiimi no breach is here _ 
Of kw, divine or human j no reproach 
To rigid virtue ; much unlike the games 
Sanction'd by vice : no pn^nation this 
Of solemn seasons, as prevail'd whilere. 
When servile priestcraft, buc of monk, ga¥e 
Licence to stain, with dlsaipatim lewd. 
The Christtjui Sabbath, 'neath the auspices 

Line igi. The Book of Spans, tllowed aftet eve 
pnycrs, on Sundayi, vim read in the churchei by ord< 
Jamei I. in 1607 j rad ihoie clergymen who rsfuse 
comply, were (gecled. 
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*• S98> Charity and Soaday Schools. 

^ ^ monarchs^ leaning to its cause, 
^ith all th' improving follies of our age, 

"'e show some traits of virtue, which our sires 
Ne'er knew....some marks of public spirit, still, 
^0 serve succeeding ages; and to prove.... 
Wiethe brave Grecians, in their prosperous days, 
'^hen wise hycvargas watch'd the common weal,^. 
Ourchildren are the children of the state. 

Religion, too, rejoices, while she sees 
fier champions, zealous, rise on ev*ry side, 
^rom the proud city to the rustic shades, 
!*o chase the clouds of ignorance, and throw 
lie sun-beam^ of instruction o'er the mind 
H humble poverty. The task is thine, 
'airCflARiTY ! to draW, from haunts obscure, 
iach little train, pacing at service hour. 
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PnUe due to ^ounderi of them. 



Attii'd in decent garb^ along the green 
Towards the village church. In order, first. 
Appear the ruddy boys} the blooming girls^ 
Wholesome and clean, with looks demurely i 
Come next^ and each, beneath her arm, con' 
A valued Bible; and there are who deign 
Profit, and ease, and pleasure to forego,.... 
Though Fortune woos them still, with all here 
To form, with patient care, the tender minds 
Of orphans, or the offspring of the poor. 
But honest, hind, who claim, from weekly to 
This respite sole; nor lower scorn to stoop. 
From vicious parents, and example vile. 
To snatch their little objects, else foredoomV 
To waste this hallow'd day in play profane, 
Stfangcrs to ev'iy duty. ...Now no more 
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'* fj* Village li«tnm't Prepantioa for the Sabbath. 



-■O vulgar habits grovelling, they are taught 
^o lisp each catachetical response 5 
'^Tom revelation's page to cull the stores 
^^ acred wisdom; and to glad the hearts 
^^ those who seek their wel^ure. Still pursue, 
Ve wise, enli^ten*d few ! your godlike toils, 
^7 sect or party aims alike unswayed, 
Aad, in your grateful country's name, accept 
*rhe Muses's thanks....a temporary boon..^ 
Till that bright hour shall come, when he, you serve. 
Shall give a nobler, and a full reward ! 

Sweet is the day of rest, to those whose lot 
Is constant toil. ...I knew a matron once. 
Whose conscientious care, on previous eve. 
Left nought of needful housewifery undone j 
Nor aught that might to comfort duex^onduce. 
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McataoM of her Farnitnre* v. y^ 

On that important period of repose. 
Bright shone the pewter round her deanty shehres^ 
And bright each In-azen ornament bebw.... 
Capacious kettle, or broad warming-pan. 
Whose lid, with figures wrought, attracts the e^e 
Of envious neighbours. ...Soour*d the ancient board. 
Of ponderous oak, or carv*d joint-stool appeared.... 
Each article in order meet arrang'd. 
No spot unseemly stain'd her smooth brick-fkior. 
Ruddy and cool : nor e*en a weed without. 
Or blade of grass, along the beaten path. 
Beneath her wall, or round her door had place: 
The elder too, that at her window peep*d. 
Gave to her pruning knife its juicy shoots. 
Nor dar'd obstruct the beams of welcome light, 
Which much she needed, when from toil reliev'd. 
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^IS7> Snn^bf reading re<oUected. 

Gompos*d^ upon the bench, she sat her down 

^ op'd her Bible. 'Twas a sacred treat 

To me, at intervals of duty, then.... 

While my gay comrades idly ranged the fields, 

To pluck wild fruits or rob the destined nest«... 

Curious to trace each fair emblazop'd print, 

illustrative of high heroic acts. 

That shine distinguish*d in the hallowed page. 

Sooth*d with the stillness of this calm retreat. 
While not a sound disturbed the deep serene. 
Save that of blue-fly circling round the room. 
Or struggling up the pane, with drowsy hum. 
There I enjoy'd the allegoric dreams 
Of faithful BuNYAN^ with his pilgrim walk'd 
In perilous paths ^ the roaring lions passed; 
Beheld his conflict with th' infernal foe. 
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ApoUyon^ and attended^ step hy step^ V 

Through Death*s dark valley^ to the realms of light — 
Oft too^ by Hervet*s glittVing theme allur^d^ 

I rov^d> insatiate, o*er the gayest scenes 

-• 

That Nature boasts j and traced ber mystic hand. 

In ev*ry bursting bud, and cultured fk>w*r. 

That scents the garden round, when summer smilesr^ 

Soar'd in blue ether*s stany wilds aloft. 

Or trod the darksome regions of the tomb. 

Then first acquainted with thy matchless work. 
Immortal Milton ! never can this heart 
Forget the bounding transports which it feh.... 
As when the soul, from mortal bonds releas*d. 
Launches amid th* illimitable space. 
Ten thousand wonders bursting on her view.... 
Amazement 8eiz'dme!....aU around appeared 
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*'|l^ Intcllectttal Joy» sttaittabk by Che Pcuant. 

teauty* and light, and dread magnificence,... 
i new creation !...Ere my infant pow*rs 
Ven equal yet to grasp the vast design, 
read, and ponder'd....and, at ev*ry pause, 
iiank inspiraticxa, knowledge, and delight ! 
Sor not alone to those of higher hopes 
Isgiv'n to taste the intellectual joys ; 
he peasant tastes them in the lowliest vale. 
If from the clamours of the lettered race, 
^ haunt the hanks of Isb, Thames, or Cam :... 
at, know, I mean not, rashly, to asparse 
lir Learmng.,.jaiach I reverence her name, 
nd much I love her 8ons^..to whom I owe 
[y dearest pleasures yet. Tis pedantiy 
hat sties my indignation....proud to build 
JB airy edifice on others fame. 
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And call the work its owii....wild waiMfring still 
From Nature*8 track, in quest of glittVing tojs. 
To deck its brows...afiecting to despise 
Simplicity and Truth. Poets there are, 
And painters too, nurs'd in this idle school^ 
Whose pens and pencils observation yet 
Never directed^ but whose teeming brains 
Engender all the hetrogeiieous tribe 
That blot the canvas, and <tisgrace the page ! 
I blame not Fancy..^sister of the Muse ! 
Forbid it> Genius ! Much I kve her name.... 
But let her range and reign within her sphere. 
Ye candid few, whose lib'ral hearts have fdt 
The calm felicities of rustic life^ 
To you I trust my cause, and ramhling strain. 
For vindication. If experience sweet 
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4si. Pleamre 'derived from trhrial RecoUecdoM. 



' twenty of the happiest years of tiine> 
cottages^ in heathy mead> forest^ spent^ 
in give pretension to description just^ 
ell might I claim the humble privilege 
» cheer me with a retrospective lay. 
Desirous oft to fix upon my heart 
aces of things that were.*„hut are no more... 
luft, pleas'd and warm'd^ I sit me down to sketch 
me little picture of the well-known vale : 
the fore-ground> my native cot I nuse; 
lere stands the orchard^ gurgling in whose shade 
te riv'let wanders : .'. . .Yonder waves an elm.. • 
stump...a stone is here:. ..there runs the road^ 
here hangs a shattered gate^ but seldom passed 
cart, or bell-team ; while the long rank grass 
id nettles^ rarely checked by grinding wheels, 

H 
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Shoot up in ey'iy rut. ...The work is done ! ... 
Th* original vanishes j but, £ur impres8*d^ 
Theptcfttftf still remains !...ADon>methinkft^ . . . 
I hear the rural sounds.. .the carter's horn... • 
The shepherd's whistle.. .bleatings of th^e fold^... 
At shear-time, or the ^hut of eve...the low 
Of distant cows... the cooatant-thumping ikil... 
The cawing rooks... the poultry's mingled notes,... 
And the shrill tinklings of the brazen pan. 
In van of swarming bees. Then I compare 
The simple xoJtole with cities, smoke-invc^v'd. 
In tumult drowu'd, with madd ning cares convuls'd; 
And sigh to mark the difTrence ! Trivial things. 
Indeed, are those that lead me ling'ring far,. 
Yet e en ambition shall not fall to own. 
From things like those the wealth of nations spring : 
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^* 453. Her Operations anchangeable. 

^rom things like those our dearest comforts flow : 
The patriarchs lov'd them, when the world was young. 
And still, for ev'iy philosophic mind. 
They boast a charm, and constitute a mode 
That ne*er can cloy the undegen*rate taste: 
Though art*s delusive fashions pass away. 
And lux'ry sweeps proud cities from their base. 
Nature shall work the same, from age to age. 
Till systems cease, and time shall be no more ! 
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AN ECLOGUE*. 



* The Eclogues of our greatest poets represent their 
piping swains in a sitting or recumbent posture ; but this, 
at least, has the novelty of changing the position of the 
speakers, and might be called a walking Eclogue. 




EDWARD AND JOSCELJN. 
BxHEATH the umbrage of a stunted thorn. 
Round which the sheep a barren space had worn, 
Fait to whose trunk, by browuog cattle scarr'd, 
The ragged fragments of the fleece adher'd. 
In miueAil mood, the weary Joscdin lay. 
And mark'd the ^oriee of the setting 6ay ; 
Nigh, on his left) his well-bound load was thrown. 
And, on his-rigbt. the crooked fiine-bill shone. 
Behind the swelling western hill, half-hid, 
the sinking sun its yellowest Inatre shed^ 
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The Grcetiiig. v. i 

O'er the long-skirted woods and bushy down. 
With the fiercedroughts of scorching summer brov 
Among the speaiy bents no cool breeze play*d. 
Nor stirr*d> with softest wing, the slender blade. 
When in full prospect of the gazing swain. 
On the white road, that winds along the plain, 
A toiling traveler moved, with crippled pace. 
And t*wards his lone retirement tum*d his face) 
His back a knapsack bore, and, far behind. 
His lengthening shade showed how the day declin*d 
Though chang*d by hardships much, as near he dre 
Joscelin in him a long-lost neighbour knew : 
With hearty clap, they join thdr honest hands. 
Ere either, thus, th* eventful tale demands. 

JOSCBLIN. 

And 18 this ]fredM.in troth ! and can it be.. . 
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bom we expected never more to see ! .yf^Xf^ 

ink God^ *t]8 him.. .once more in safetj^ttflnc^'^ 
ihare the blessings of his native home ; 
rambling tir*d ; by long experience wise, 
V wdl he knows the quiet life to prize. 

JOSCBLIN. 

le sit thee down.. J lend my eager ear> 
history of thy seven last years to hear. 

EDWARD. 

Joscelin ; ...rather let me lift thy load... 
will converse along the homeward road; 
see, the sun has his last beams vnthdrawn, 
ev*mng shadows deepen o'er the lawn, 
larks, descending, sink their notes* full swell, 
. drop in covert of the grassy dell 5 
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Besides^ O ! couklst thou fed how much I long 
To sit me down my family among ! ... 
But thou' canst ease one anxious doubt^ and tell 
If my poor infants and my wife are well 

JOSCBUN. 

Oonceiving now thathopes and tears are vain, 

As well as woe has left them, they remain : 

Tor, at last shearing-supper, it was said. 

That thou beneath the silent turf wast laid } 

And it was so believ*d the viHage through } 

For, one dull morning, ere the "first cock crew. 

As thy poor Mary, sad and sleepless, lay. 

To wait^e-op'ning of the hazy day. 

While sweetherthought1e8s<:hildrenfihimber*d round» 

Unconscious of their mother*s deep heart-wound^ 

Amid the silence, three low sighs sheiieard* 
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V.-54. OacM of die Stddier** Death. 

Lnd on the wall a pale blue li^t appeared 3 
Tow howrd the dog^ with long and dismal note; 
lie death-portending screech-owl op*d his throat:.- 
old ran her blood... yet; down her muffled hce, 
ike peas, the sweat-drops roll*d, with rapid pace ! 
hese werethe first sad words she next day spoke..« 
Edward is dead ! and my poor heart is brc^e !** 
. burning fever in succession camiej 
nd long, delirious, she on EdwanTs name, 
nwearied, call'd.... 

BDWARD. 

Andis she., .is she gonei 
nd are my children friendless and alone ? 
r do they in a wretched poor-house mourn, 
opeless of comfort oy of my retumJ 
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£dw«rd*t AccooBt of his InAiceBcnt to enlist. ▼. (7. 

JOSCELIN. 

Ho, Ned ! cheer up ! these tears of weakness spare, 
Thou formerly with fortitude could*st bear 
The ills of life ; and, all thy hardships past. 
Dost thou thus play the sntvling fool at last ? 
Forbear awhile.. .and let an old friend know 
What *twas that made thee for a soldier go. 

BDWARD. 

Tis for my follies, Joscelin, now I mourn. 
And justly this hard heart is pierced in tunv; 
For my unkindness, in an evil hour. 
Wrung her fond bosom, whom I thus deplore. 
Twas in my cups, at that accursed fair. 
Where war s parade engross'd the gen*ral stare. 
Witless I stood agape, with mute surprise. 
And hearken d to the prating seijeant*s lies. 
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Who caird the fuddling bumpkins round to come^ 
And see h is guineas dance upon the drum. 
/^These shall be yours>" hecried^ ''whose noble soul^ 
Nor home's fond ties> nor coward fears controul} 
This...thi8 is glory's road ! Come dauntless on^ 
And bowls of punch shall drown your cares j... anon 
Each bold recruit../ Britannia Rules\..8\M sing. 
And, in replenished bumpers, drink.,.' I7ic King: 
Who, to domestic ills, would live a slave. 
When gold and honours wait upon the brave?"... 

JOSCBLIN. 

SUy.. .turn we to the right.. .and o'er this atile... 
This will abridge our journey half a mile . 

EDWARD. 

Well., .now again to arms the drummer beat... 
My bounding heart did stroke for stroke repeat. 
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Jotcelin trapanoeA. v. 95. 

His raw recniitB pres8*d rounds wliose brown hatsbofe 
Such favours as they never knew before! 
To march> with hob-nail'd shoes^ they much assay*d. 
And grinn*d to think what progress they had made. 
F^r stream*d the flag... and on this seijeant*8 tongue^ 
(jood-nature> humour^ and persuasion hung... 
For I had tippled with him> long and late, 
TiU drink and vanity had tum*d my pate> 
While> as he grew more free^ and I more mellow^ 
I dubb*d the knave a down-right /bneil fellow^ 
Nor marked the arch, sly wink, nor could believe 
How the trapanner sniggered in his sleeve. • 
'* In.truth, •• says I, " this is a charming life !** 
So I forgot friends, family, and wife. 
Pot-valiant then, the maudlin idiot took 
Their proffered shilling, and at once forsqok 
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V. 1 1 1. Mtjj't.QrioS on the Occasion. 

His sobec joys. This was the fatal stroke 

That stabVd her peaces and Mary*s kind heart broke! 

Then say-, deserve I not each curse» and more 

Than I liave suffer*d on a foreign shore ? 

And dost thou wonder that my tears should flow, . 

When I have caused so much domestic woe ? 

J08CELIN. 

Tis true, the poor are in a piteous state, - 
And parishes are burthen'd much of late: 
But still 'tis hop'd, as war and bloodshed end. 
The case will alter, and the times will mend. . 
Come now, we see the smoke by slow degrees 
Mount in light curls above the orchard trees. 
Sure sign the housewives have prepar'd their fires. 
And hungry children wait their hungry sires. 
To sit them down around the steaming board. 
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At least wilh wholesome vegetables stored. 

EDWARD. 

Ah, friend ! 'tis many a long and tedious-day. 
Since last we jogged together on this way... 
But Where's the hut that stood beside this gate ? 
And Where's the hind, that own'd this still retreat? 
Where cakes and ale, at ev'ry merry tide. 
Refreshment to the passenger supplied ? 
Here rosy children play'd from mom to night. 
Whose litde service datili'd the hoi^man^s mite *, 
The gate they open'd, to prevent delay. 
And ran before, to point him out his way. 

JOSCELIN. 

Why, man. 111 tell thee... Benjamin is dead. 
And poor dame Sarah shares his clay-ccdd bed. 
Since this, the' Squire's proud heir... .who wants hk 
gi-ace... 
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Has disinherited their hooiest race... 
Inclosed the hndf ...jopprets^d eidi useful ciomn. 
And tum'd the suflPrxng ooimtry upside down. 
Now I've resolv'd. thee....ai2dy in tnm^ request 
The tale of woes that labours in thy breast : 
Tell me of foreign lands^ where thou hast beeii^ 
And all the bloody wars thine eyes have seen ) 
. For we have heard that thou hast viewed the strand 
Where Moses led the Israelitish band^ 
Of whic^ we read :..and« it was likewise said. 
That there>. whUe many a bold youth low was laid^ 
Thou nfihly fought* 8t....the foremost of the brave ! 
And in the sandy desart found*st a grave. 
This was the cruel news« believed, and rife^ 
That pr^*d npoi^ the spirits of thy wife. 
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FaeUngt oa die Dctth of Abc re rp»M». v. i ^^ • 

BDWAID. 

Oh! 9aynomore! for I could better bear 
Again my ev'ry former toil and care :.» 
No bayonet....no balL...no Arab dart, 
Wa« e*er so formidable to my heart 
As these thy words. ...This bosom is not steel. 
Nor need the soldier be asham*d Xofeel, 
Amid the fire of battle I have Icnown 
Soft Pity weep> and kind Affection groan ; 
On Alexandria's heights warm tears were shed. 
When there our gallant Abercrombk bled; 
My own fresh, yawning wounds were all fbi^t. 
While flow'd my sorrows o er that fetal spot 

JOSCBLIN. 

Thou genVous soul ! ...Good heav n thy life defend ! 
Twere pity thou shouldst ever want a friend: 
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Were all men honest, kind, and true, like thee. 
Why what a Paradise thb world would he! 

BDWAID. 

Thou flatter'st me^. Jiave I been good or kind ?... 
Friendship, they say, like Love, is always blind:.- 
No !...! have been a poor, deluded man; 
But since my race of folly I began. 
With different eyes I've view'd the human hearty 
And oft, in truth's disguite, disoover'dart! 
Little dost thou of crowds and cities know^ 
Where, as the tender virtues harden'd grow. 
Spuming the Iks of neighbour, fiiend, and brother. 
Men learn to speak one thing, and mean another. 

joscBLiir. 
So I have heard old John the steward say... 
And he had liv'd in London maj^ a day. 
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For ine.J[ iKfer fdt a wish toroam^ 
Thovghhard1tetiine8^thoiigfatI,../8tiHAomei»Aomc 

BDWASD. 

And .wise wert thou !...Had I still reason'd so. 
This heart had well escaped a world of woe. 

rjOSOBLIN'. 

Across the meadow, (now' the streams are dried,) 
Here let us strike the black-thorn bosh beside $ 
This path leads up directly to the gate. 
Near which old Humphry Gilbert liVd of late. 

SB WARD. . 

IsJInmpky desid ?.. J saw poor Jack, has aon. 
Gasp. o«it his last, when Acre's walls were wob. 

joscsx.iir. 
Ay...so*twassaid.«.thatbo7was.allhispride.^ > 
For him, poor man! he broke hii3]i^airt,aad,died. 
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BOWARP. 

1 love my kkig^J love my cotmtry too^m. 

Still to theircause this Jiand and iieart were tnie: - 

Yet must I corse thetangsinafy trader 

And mourn the desolation war has made. 

JOfilJBLIN. ' 

1^ell...now I wish this hmrtfaen safe at home ; 
Tis time the welcome hour of rest was come. 
When^ by and by, the gate shall, dapping, £all, 
And faringout wife and children, one and all : 
How will they stare^ with wonder struck, to see 
A knapsackVi soldier hear me company ! 
But, wild-£re like, the news will run amain. 
When once *tis known that Ned^s retum'd again. 

SDWARD. 

Returned indeed ! .. .lam*d, wretched, and unknown. 
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Whom some will pity.«..but whom all disown : 

No wife will clasp me in her tender arms^ 

No children greet me with resistless chants. 

Who now shall bid me w^come to my hut^ 

By strangers own*d..«or desolate, and shutj^ 

Alas! of ev'ry social joy bereft, 

Thb only consolation hare I left,.. . 

At ev*ry interval that toil allows. 

When smil^ and pleasure play on careless brows. 

To seek the lonely church-}rard*8 twilight gloom. 

And mourn that best of women's timeless doom : 

But, Josc'lin, as beneath the yews we pass, 

Whereo*er the high graves waves the dark green grass. 

Tell me... since ey*ry villager else knows... 

In what cold spot those precious bones repose. 
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».ftM. The SoUkr oadcceHed. 

JOSCBLIN. 

What bones? poor roan! some shot has gcaz'd thy 
head! 

BOWARD. 

Didst thou not si^ my dearest wi£s was dead ? 

J08CBI4N. 

Thj wife ? not 1 ! thou didst mistake me^ man:... 
1 8aid...when so and so the stoiy ran. 

BDWARI>. 

She of a fever died : ... 

JOSCBLIN. 

Stay 5 not SO fast!... 
Tis thy impatioice has the truth surpast : 
Thou wouldst not hear we out :...! meant to say^ 
That^ after ling'ring many a tedious day^ 
A wdl-known beggar she had oft received. 
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Warm'd at her fire, andMtfo hftr bread relieved, 
CoM'ii at taer dodf / Iwr tMeMstatB 4e|>iai'4^ 
And tendered herbs and simples horn hdr iMCird» 
Which, when all dmgr kadtnad thdr pow*rs in vain^ 
Restor*d; asMi «Bt htf on iitr 1^^ agaiB^ 

Thanks, tkaaks to Pmvid£nce» we both stiH Iiv« ! 
Heav*n heard her pray*fs.».mjMary^ shall not grieve! 
Give me thy load ! Tm youni^, and hale, and strong ! 
I know no ails....come ! how thou lagg'stokng! 

JOSCBLIN. 

Nay, step thee on bcfore....thDu knoVst the way, 

I warrant 111 follow thee, without deia^. 

See, now the labours of the day arte o'er^ 

The weary gleaners at the cottage -door 

Throw down their load| whiles m thej turn tbe loe^. 
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Fast pour the scudding p o ult ry up the lea^ 
With half-fltretck'diRriag; % Inmgrf > dam*roii8 tna^ 
To thresh, with thicriih bisd^ theripeHeR'd gnuii> 
And nowj mcitiiinkB, if these mine ejres see ckar. 
Thy boy and girls henenth our tree appear:.- 
Ay ! ...so it IB Ivjand now they point thb way...* 
'* Who is that 9oldfer hum r they seeai to say. 
Poor things ! for thee thehr anxious watchings cease! 
Nor have th^ heard the /oyfiil news of peace. 

bdwarD. 
O^ blessed hour ! ...united, through my soul. 
The husband's and the father's feelings roll ! 
Dear little strangers ! look yon not so shy j 
Haste! with glad tidings to your mother fly: 
Tell her, with true repentant iKart, I come. 
To bring her comfort^ and remain at home. 



•3 



122 EDWilRD AND JOSCEUN. 



The CooMltttite* «>afeh 



J08CBLI1I. 

Sti^ !•• J«t me go before..,th(m fbUoor near, 
Aiid wttneM how I daim thy Muy's ear. 
In tby behalf....white'tfaon reniain*8t unknown. 
And weary sitt'st upon that green moes'd stone. 
Ill say thou*rt just retum'd firom fields of fight. 
And beg her let thee rest with her to-night 5 
I know her heart cannot this suit refuse j 
Her eyes will swim in soft Compassion^ dews : 
Mind...here she comes !.... 

....Good neighbour howd*yedo? 
I have a small request to make to you : 
You have sufiicient room, and I have none. 
Here *s a poor doldier, wounded and undone. 
Would beg a lodging and a crust of bread. . . . 
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'^ V. t7f. Mary'f Acconat of bcY HmbAad. 

'■' ' 

BDWARD. 

Kind dame ! a little Straw will serve my bed ; 

I have been iis*d to hardships^ wet, and heat, 

Forc*d on my arms to rest all night, and meet 

Next mom the foe, each peril to renew. 

Yet, thanks to God ! his hand has brought me through! 

MART. 

Poor man ! I pity you ! ...alack, poor man ! 
Come in, FU make you welcome as I can. 
Well, well !... this b so strange...heav*n save my sight, 
Tis so exactly like my dream last night !... 
Mayhap you knew, as you abroad have been. 
An honest-hearted soid...one Edward Green.*. 
Forgive my tears, that was my husband*s name... 
About your age he was.. Jiis height the same... 
He left us years ago...yet, ah ! poor soul ! 



lit BDWABD AND XtSCEUN. 



U9Mfh vAmmok eoatfnMi. v. t8^ 



My heart each wayward murmur should controul.. 
Ton are our children.. Jitberkss are they^ 
And I hate mourned, a wkkyv^ many aday/ 

BDWAHO. 

Had he a deep*, red scar on his left {{and ? 

MAST. 

He had 5 th* impression of a l^uming brandy 

J3y accident m early childhood made. 

And to his grav^ ao doubt, the mark convey*d. 

EDWARD, 

Why then, I knew him... 

MART. 

Did you?...T^ me where. 
And when, and how«»I beg you, let me hear 1 «. 
Yet why ?...fQr he is gone !...Ah I fool was I 
To court fresh sorrows, when my eyes were dry : 
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But who a tender husband can forget L. 
Dear is that name ! the mem*iy ever sweet ! 

BSWASD. 

The war is o'er, our ccmntry^s woes shall trease... 
Who knows ?.. JTcome the messenger of peace. ~^ 
Good woman ! here's my hand, I give you jay, 
No more let anxious fearsyour mind annoy..* 
I can inform you... 

MART. 

O ! I know this hand... 
Art thon his ghost ? ...Do, answer this demand : 
So pale thou look'st..like what I thought thy sprite, 

« 

That stood beside the bed the other mght !... 
No, no ! thou art no ghost...lmt flesh and blood : 
Is thy name Edward ? 'scapM the fight and floed : 
Art thou our Edward? tell roe! art thou he? 



lad EDWilRD AND JOSCELIN. 

i — ' 

The DbeovcTf. ▼. 911. 

Speak^ speak !^ 

EDWARD. 

I am whom thou wouldst have me be^ 
Dear^ kind^ good soul !.. J can no more forbear... 
Call in my children ! tell *era who is here :... 
Bend, bend your knees to Heav'n*s almighty will! 
I live, a father and a husband still ! 
Nay, do not swoon...forgive me...I will stay... 
ril make amends...ril wipe your tears awayl 
m seek my gloves and buskins, cobwebb*d o*er. 
My hook and scythe, that rust behind the door. 
Gay as the lark, my former toils renew, 
Ajid labour, cheerful, all my days for you ! 
The sun is down, and fast declines the light... 
Friend Josc'lin ! thou must drink with us to-night.. 
The cyder keg we'll broach...if one there be... 
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T* $»$, Encmtragement for Reliuice •& Providence. 

I 



And honest taylor John shall share our glee. 
Though fools may laugh, and scholar-men deny 
That there's a Providence who rules on high^ 
I always thought so, and I always will.. 
You, Maty, own'd it...and youll own it still : 
O ! this shall help us through life's rugged ways. 
Confirm oxir hearts, and fill our mouths with praise. 



ADIEU AND RECAL 



TO 



POETRY. 



Vlf.j»« ilfft H»M<( 




ADIEU AND RECiL TO POETRY. 
Nomore, ye high, harmonic NiHt I 
I meditate yoitr art divine : 
I cannot stoop to vice or gain ! 
1 cawiot flatter foRy'a train ! 
Then hopelesB must I quit the lyre. 
Glowing with cdestial fire ! 
Nor dare to court, with studied wile, ' 
The harlot Fashion's spedous unile. 
O ! je, my native, flock-dad hills. 
Ye whitethorn Tales, «nd Ung'tng nil*. 
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Amid v^KMe blossomed shafles retii 

* 

His bosom iiatiire*s chanm inspired, 

Attest...did e*er your poet., jay^.. 

Prostitute die heaT*ii*taiight kj } 

No ! ...it was his^ with beating hearty 

Warm votaiy of th* Aonian art. 

To mourn, m pi^, o'er the maid. 

By vice and villany betrayed; 

To strew the sweetest flowers that bloom. 

O'er young Misfortune*s early tomb. 

Or tune the hymeneal lay. 

On many a cheerful nuptial day. 

While clear the village bells, around. 

Launched on the gale the floating sound: 

In spring, amid the poplar grove. 

He joined the gen*ral note of love; 



TO PCWSTRY. 133. 



n«7) ftanl Rttrofpectf . 



* IW 



And when brown Labour's soas wovld coirie. 

To celebrate thetr harvest home. 

With coni-flow*fs plumed, and nodding grain^ 

The produce of the rifled plain.^ 

Charmed with the glowing western skies. 
Whose clouds^ deep-tin^d With ruddy dim. 
Through ev^ry vast refulgent fold 
Flamed, glorious, with etherial giold^* 
He join*d the waggon's circling throng. 
Caught their joy, and shar*d their song ! . 
Enough !...ye Muses, evet dear ! 
Accept one tributary tear : . .. 
We now, alas ! forever part ; 
The world will tear ye from tdy hetJkl 
Go seek some l^ht...8ome vacant breast.... 
And with your presence make it blest ; «. 
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Adica to tlie If me— A4dicM Id Poetry. v. 49* 

Here, with the vulgar, be my lot. 
Obscure, unenviediQ^uid forgot! 
Now with the sons of earth I toil^ 
And grovel in this sordid soil J 
Or, with wordlings void of mmd. 
To low pursoits alone inclined. 
With taste and sentiment di^pense^ 
To quaff the opiate bowl of sense; 
While ease and apathy pervade. 
And wrap me in their gloomiest shade* 

No, PoBTRT ! cdestial maid ! 
In rainbow-tinctui'd vest array*d. 
Companion of the heavenly quire, 
Grac'd with the ever-trembling lyre» 
Desert me not ! ...retum...reium ! 
And bid, again, my bosom bum.!. 



TO POETRY. 135 



V. j9. Poetry recalled—- Poetic Recollections. 

firing aU thy joys^ and all thy cares. 

Thy ardent hopes^ thy anxious fears. 

That with electric pow*r can shake 

The nerves, and nameless rapture^s wake : 

fiut leave me not... else all life*s round. 

Is barren waste, or thorny ground: 

O ! bring gay Fancy in thy train. 

And lead to scenes of youth again. 

With me retrace the willowy meads ; 

Whence bounds the duck from beds of reeds^ 

Beneath the yellow banks that guide 

The dark stream, and embalm the tide> 

Whose frequent circles still betray 

The trout quick dslrting on his prey;. 

Or the minuter minnow race. 

Flash their little fins in chase 
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Of glitfriag gnsts^.wfaich fasbty bravt 
The surface of the circling wave; 
While etch yavitii, that loiters by, 
Manka theshoal with sharpen'd^. 
Intent the crodied pin prepares^ 
And cautious fiings-thie wormy snares* 
Show me my native woods, whose trees 
Retain thehollow-^hingiireese. 
Beneath whose widely waving adiad^ 
Thewoodman plies his humble trader 
While echo^ ^m some time-8coop*d oak^ 
HepeaM the hatohet*s sounding strbke. 
Mocks the sonorous laughs tole. 
That rise»o*er th' in^trmg afo ; 
The rook^s loudcirdak><Mr clamVoin jay> 
That sports her plumes from 8pray< to-spra^.; 



TO rOSTBSY. ISf 



'^i. iSootiaucd. 



With ev^iy softer j^ sweeter note^ 
That s^elk ^ thicket-nactiye^s thnMt, 
Oft let me, im this wild retres^. 
The ruddy yillage children meet. 
With bashfiillook and flasen hair^ 
With tatter*d garb and bosom baiie. 
Who, from the sapling ashes rind. 
Their vessels form> of rustic kind. 
To hold the fragrant strawberries tkn. 
That skulk beneath their dark leaves there. 
Or near the dusty wheel-track steep. 
Along the sunny ridges sleep. 
Oft guarded by^e speckled snake. 
That hisses in the neighb'ring brake. 
Mid thick busies let me stray. 
When, bending down th' elastic sftay. 
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RecoUeedoiw cootinociL ▼. f«7> 

The leather-jerkin*d shepherds spy 
Clust'ring wood-nuts^ browB and dry. 
Rattling ftom each husky shed. 
Thick o*er autumn's leafy bed. 
Nor^ when the long December night 
Hangs each rural scene with white. 
Let Imagination shrink 
From yon predpice*8 brink. 
Or the hill's declining sid^ 
Swelling fair, in virgin-pride. 
Where, with glowing hands and fleet. 
Hardy hinds and school4xyys meet. 
In mock combats to engage. 
Fuming fierce with tnimic rage. 
While their missive bullets fly, 
Spatt'ring white along the sky> 







TO POETRY. isg^ 

V. 119. Moral. ' 

=^ ,■■■..■■ Ill 

Amid the driying, thick'ning stonn. 
The grinding snowy globe they fonn> 
With breathless toi]...the pond*rou8 mass 
Rips along the wounded grass; 
Whilst^ where'er impell'd to stray^ 
Desolation marks its way» 
Fix*d on earthy of giant siie^ 
At length immoveable it lies^ 
Till^ in the vernal sun's warm glow^ 
It fast dissolves^ with trickling flow. 

Emblems these of life's turmoil.,. 
Thus we fight^ and thus we toil; 
And soon the laboured works we boast^ 
In Time's oblivious stream are lost ! 

Now to spring's green scenes I f)y> 
Where first the Primrose opes her eye# - 
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Creative Powert of Poetry. 

T ' ' ' - ■ ■ ■■■'.. -^— 

On whose yellow lids appear. 
Twinkling bright, a virgin tear) 
Or, along the £tu^-stretch*d m^ad. 
Cowslips hang the tufted head. 
From whose fragrant, honied tips 
The early bee her nectar sips. 
Here my native orchards blowj 
There my favorite streamlets flow; 
And, a^ I trace each dear retreat. 
Many a well-known face I greet. 

These, PoxTRT, are thine to g^. 
To bid the Itog-lost pleasures live : ..» 
Nor retrospeelite views alotie... 
A fair creation of thy own 
Hast thou to boast...what prospects li^ 
Extended to the mental eye ! 



TO POETRY. 141 



V. aj5« Powert *f Poetry, 



Scenes which erewhile thy Shakespcsar charm'd. 
Thy Milton*s hallow*d bosom wartn'd^ 
When^ with the pinion*d teraph's paoe^ 
He pass'd the bounds of time and place, ' 
And^ in prophetic vision^ strayed, 
Down futurity's dark shade. 

Now^ methinks^ I soar away. 
To the realms of infant day. 
Where the sorc'rets^ Fancy's wand 
Conjures up a wondrous band 
Of " hydras and chimeras dire**,,, 
Giants...genii...sprite8 of fire!... 
Deities of monstrous race. 
Sprung from many a mixed embrace^ 
Of names more strange than erer hung 
On fabling Superstition's tongue. 
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CoDtioiied. V. i7*» 

:ii ' ' ' 

Deep in some enchanted wood. 
Honor curdles all my blqod; 
While, in many a magic rite. 
Join the blackest fiends of night. 
Aerial palaices arise^ 
That mock the splendors of th6 skies> . 
Whose arched doors^ of miisiive gold^ 
To music's sweetest notes unfold. 
While all the tjfeasures of the mine 

Around the lessening columns shine> 

^^ • • 

Till, in prospective, 'neath the shade 

By Tyre's profiisest drap'iy made, 

A stany throne, by slaves ador'd. 

Supports some trembling naticm's lord^ 

Who dares, with blasphemy and lies. 

Usurp the. titles of the skies ! 
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%<• 187. Oriental PivMpects. 



While thus, with ravish'd sight, I gaze. 
The ruby and the dtamond's blaze 
Forget to glow«^d0wn sinks the pie,.' '. 
And art disowns tbepageant wik. 
On Araby*aelysian'plaiiis> 
Where one eternal summer feigns. 
Now I drink the western breeze. 
Floating o*er the spicy trees; 
Or, lost in flow'iy wilds, I rove. 
Of Cashmire's vale, or CeyloiFs grove. 
While all the Pleasures, hand in hand. 
Tempt me with allurements bland. 
At once the £iiry vision fades. 
And lightly fly th* unbodied shades. 
'Neath other skies, for wonders new. 
Adieu ! ye orient climes ! adieu J 
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:m 



Whm thesed car of er^Bii^tiglit 
CoDBignB the arctic tales to nighty 
Hark! kowdietumldiiigbiUowfroarj 
Along the aoKtaiy riioft; 
Where ne*er^ by bold adv6iit*rer 1^, 
One daring tail was ever spread^ 
The frost-dad genius if the pole. 
Seizing the bltie wanres, as they fol^ 
With gelid arm the slonny waste 
Binds in. icy fetten fast, 
And bids an aweful »knce reign 
0*er all his desolate domaaa. 

But who can paint the SGeneB«..tfae viewt 
That rise and mbgle round the Muse? 
As soon may we the gems of night> 
Sea-sands^ eft particles of ligh^ 



TO POETRY. t4S 



^•19, Apostit)pfae to Poetry. 

■ - " ' ■■■' ' ' " =sss 

Atten^ty with studibiui tott^ to ooiinti 
And give the wonddrfal atnoun't 
What witch'ries, Pobtey, aire thinel 
How stFohgyhow bright thy vmona shine! 
Whether thou sing'st in fiekls of bloody 
Or nud the tarings of th^ fiobd j 
In Alpine t&yes. Arcadian bowers. 
In f^iy groves^ or hatihted tow*r84». 
Or on the slighted British plaix^ 
Which oft pedantic bank disdain^.:. 
Th* obedient passions own thj sway. 
And all thy sor'tdgii will dbey. 
Awhile the heart its caxt ^of^jomj 
And sinks^ in calm and sweet rep(>se. 
Th BB> Heaven^ the sacred task assign*d> 
To humanize and bless mankind; 
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CpndniMd. V. 9^ 



To THXB we owe the hallowed song. 
That rose the patriarch tribes among^ 
In unison with David's lyre> 
Thy nutmbers soothed his monarch's ire. 
When the dark daemon tore his brsast. 
And robb*d his straggling soul of rest. 
Of yore, thy soft, prophetic voice 
Bade the benighted world rejoice, 
Isaiah caught thy rapf rous strain,, 
To sing Mes^ah's birth and reign^ 
Revealing fair to ruin*d man. 
Redemption's vast and wondrous plan ! 
Ere yet the rebel angels fell. 
Devoted to the deepest hell. 
Amid the uuiversal joy 
That reign'd through heav'ns eternal day. 



TO POETRY. 14; 



\ 

v.s^i. Continaed* 



While thousand^ thousand harps of fire> 

Axx)und th* almighty throne respire^ 

Thy numbers, through the ringing spheie> . 

Charm'd the bending seraph*s ear. 

And sweil'd, aloi^ the realms on high. 

The tide of grateful harmony. 

Yet THOU, from that m^gnific height^ . 

Associate of the sons of light, . 

Scorn*st not to own the humblest name 

That struggles witha genVous flame. 

When frown'd the world, and friends were few. 

In THEE a friend indeed I knew ! 

Then, shall I spurn thee from my breast^ 

Like an unwelcome, worthless guest! . 

O, no !... though Slander s venom*d tongue 

Is prone to do thee ev*ry wrongj^. 
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Religioos laiocacei of Poetrj. v. 167* 

Through thee the Dxitt I hear. 
To cahn my doubts, to soothe my carie^ 
And with Hop^s promises to aid 
The sinking mind, in life's dnll shade... 
Thy name I rev'rence... J espouse 
Thy cause, and breathe to thee my vows. 
O! bid thy radiance round me shine. 
Still to thy lore my heart incline; 
Thou in adversity's hard school, 
Precept'ress sage, hast long had rule; 
Teach me to bend, but not to break. 
When Fortune spreads around her wreck; 
To all the social virtues dear. 
Still let me drop the warmest tear. 
When Sorrow's saddest children grieve. 
And ask the boon I cannot give !.... 
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v. 183. Her final Triumph. 



Then lead me on, from stage to stage, 
Charm my youth, and cheer my age 5 
Till, on the weary bounds of time, 
I hear th* angelic song sublime : ... 
Then, raptur'd, let me glide away. 
To join the universal lay. 
Beyond where first the star of mom 
Fills, with light, her silver horn, . 
To view thee, in thy office high. 
Aid the chorus of the sky 5 
On crimson clouds (a favour'd guest !) 
Reclined at heav'n's eternal feast, 
I see thee strike the pearly lyre. 
With all a seraph's kindling fire :... 
Now all beneath... around... above 
Is music, gratitude, and love ! 



L 



PASTORAL PIECES. 



i;.*lrnv/.ii 



HARYBOT-MOBNING. 



Fa ST on the hearth our skillet boU5> 
Pour up the milk... His breakfast hour}... 

High time that we begin our toik : ... 
The sun b up> and past the showV. ' 

Hark ! hear you not the reaper's song. 

The dew-bespangled lane ak)ng? 



There !...S ALLY calls!. ..sweet maid I come !... 

Stay; let me take my Ettle store... 
Breads cheese^ and apples^ all the sum 
, My wallet boa8ts..«J ask no more ; ' ' ' 
Our master's flaggon yields us still 
Of cyder, or of ale, our filL 



154 HARVEST-MORNING. 

ComparifOB beturee n the Poor wad Mob. v. if. 

The great folks all are yet abed. ^. 

No window ope....no smoke I see... 
With gouty feeti-and heavy head}... 
. Knew they my joys, they'd envy me ! 
Watch the first lark of morning rise, 
, And hear him carol to the skies. 



From exercise I gather health ; 

No nauseous drugs my spirits need; 
No cares have I for useless wealth} 

Nor fashion, or fine clothes, I heed^ 
Tnie;bliss the longest day beguiles. 
Where Sally works^ and sings, and smiles. 



WOODBURY-HILL; 

OB 

INVITATION TO THE FAIR. 



The toils and the cares of the liaf»e!it^re o*er. 
Our grain is secure in the bam and the yard ; 
The wide-ranging swine the rough stubble explore^ 
Through £elds else deserted^ unfenc'd and unbarr*d« 



^o ipore of the reaper I hear the loud voice. 
The song and ^e laugh, that delighted the vale; 
The plou^naan no more, with the mdd of his choice, 
His'waggoa drives, jocund, along the green'dale.^^ 
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FMpftfuioM for th« Fain v. §, 



Dark Winter approaches^ tb ravage the year. 
But, er^ Uog'ring Autup^a re^ictspU^ flies^ 
Let us snatch the last joys in his train that appear. 
And be merry to day..^.blit *' Wweny and wise/* 



Thio*ti^¥iIl^kBtii%httiiiBSlioiigpad^'hoffMpatt*(l 
We heavd their beUs jia§^ adown the dti& kuiej 
Tbe d^morcms dKyvtoss* thefoads hav« ietyac*dy 
Aiid loom^ and bkatkiga^ wide ecik«UaqpLiau 



See! the sun rises red ftombehiiMl the ckii^ hill. 
And the fogs at his presenee roll slowly away; 
Eadi kaf, on the treeof die orchard, is stil^ 
And gilt thftthatcfa^d roof with the jBuMstreamipg'mf i 




WOODBURY-HILL. 157 



■' ■ 1 g f \ - ■ ? ■ ■ r ■ r '!'■■■' I M '■ r ;> : 

V. 1 1 . PlfcasaiK* of Hecdttectioh. 



Come Lucy ! come Hamiah ! away to the £ur... 
The booths are erected^ the shows are begun; 
£ach maid from the farm and the dairy b tbere^..* 
£re the sky-lark ascended^ their labours were done* 



The wages of summer^ the fruits of our toil, 
JShall purchase us pkasures unknown to the great; 
Nor future remorse o*er the moment prevail. 
When mem*ry again shall those pleasures r«peat. 



EXPOSTULATION 



TO A 



BIRD 



STARTBD IVtA FAYOVRITB WALK. 



S w BBT native of this brake-entangled dell, 

Wh^, the last spring, I mark*d amid the bough 
Thy pensile cradle wave, and heard the trill 

Of thy soft mother*s kind attentive spouse^ 
Who took his stand upon the hedge-row green. 

To watch theschool-boy*s wild and wand*ring steps. 
O startle not ! ...no stranger to this scene. 

With cruel heart, or hand felonious creeps. 
Here, where the moss climbs up the steepy bank^ 

On whose soft bosom basking violets lie,. 



EXPOSTULATION; 



v« 1 1. ** A Note of Thankfilnftw and Pnute." 

r ■ ■ ■■ ■ «■ ■ t.. ■ . ■ . , , , 

And modert primroses, or cGfwsHps lank. 

Diffuse their sweets> unseen bj vulgar eye> 
Oh let me hear thee....'wfaUe> like thee, I seek 

This lone retirement of our earliest dajsj- 
And let us join our rural notes, to speak 

The God of imiveral nature's praise. 
For 'tis his guardian hand us both sustains. 

His common bounty we in common share; 
For us he cloth'd the woods and deck*d the ptainsj 

Adom*d the meads, and scented all the air. 
He gave thy dulcet throat the piow'rs of song. 

He breathed the tuneful rapture thro* rmf breast 
He cast our lot those rustic shades among. 

Where meek Simplicity has fix*d her rest. 
Why then should I against thy life conspire. 

Or seek thy thaldrom, while I range secure ^ 



fi»dsWUtIDR 



O, mild umcbte Af ttifeliea^n'-taught^qnbc 

" But tHim kft MAm !" iB«tInfiks Bilbh Adin 
" W^ then nUj we stist«ct the {JausKt 

NoTtTustthitt fhow d«r feeUeynce AtniM S] 
Whote faitUcag arts too oft thor OWN beta 
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